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SPECIAL NOTICE. 

Attention is called to the fact that every issue of Puck is spe- 
cially copyrighted, and its contents protected by law. We have 
no objection to the reprinting of paragraphs and articles, where 
Juli credit is given; but we cannot permit the reproduction of 
our pictures, except by special arrangement with us. 


CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 








B Messi Christmas comes but once a year is a 

pleasing reflection to most adult present- 
givers, But we have now-a-days one way of 
spending money at Christmas-time that is thor- 
oughly satisfactory, in what light soever you 
may view it. ‘The money you have spent in 
this way need give you no regret. It is an in- 
vestment better than the street has to offer, and 
no one need be shut out of it if he have one 
solitary cent in his pocket above what is neces- 
sary for himself. It is the institution of Hos- 
pital Sunday that has brought about this excel- 
lent innovation, When you see little tin boxes, 
painted an alluring small-pox yellow, begin- 
ning to blossom out, so to speak, on the eleva- 
ted railway-stations, and in other conspicuous 
positions, you may understand that you are 
gently nudged between the ribs that lie just 
over your heart, and reminded that a very small 
part of what you propose to give away in more 
or less unnecessary and undesirable holiday gifts 
will do a great deal of real and lasting good 
among the sick in the hospitals. 


oe * 
A very small part indeed. It will-not be 


necessary for you.to give half as much as you 
mean to spend on the latest mechanical toy for 
Algernon James, or on the French doll for 
Ethelinda Jane. With 1-a few cents you 
can do good. An inch off the length of the 
sealskin Newmarket which we sincerely hope 
you mean to present to your wife — we can 
assure you that she deserves it — will-make a 
hundred poor wretches as happy as hard Fate 
will let them be. And your wife will gladly 
consent to the sacrifice, if she is woman enough 
to be worthy of even the bob-tailedest sealskin 
jacket that ever went cheap for cash. 


* * 

Of course, you understand that there-is no 
excuse whatever for cutting the inch off in your 
estimate and then putting the money in your 
own selfish pocket. It must go, every cent of 
it, into one of the yellow boxes, or into the 
plate at church, And the good that will come 
out of that deposit will be remembered when 
the sealskin sacque is out of fashion and badly 
worn down on the inside of the cuffs and the 
elbows. And when your poor shivering soul 
goes shrinkingly out of this. world into the 
doubtful darkness beyond, the remembrance of 
it will keep you warmer than could any fur that 
ever grew in the Arctic regions. 
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There is hardly a charity in the country that 
is so well calculated to put money to its best 
use with the least friction. ‘There is no doubt 
whatever about the need of the sick and wound- 
ed. There is no class of sufferers who can be 
so readily reached, and so greatly comforted in 
all ways, large and small, as the inmates of our 
hospitals. These are people to whom an orange, 
a bunch of flowers, a picture-paper or a plate 
of jelly are absolute delights. The Society that 
is looking after them is no sectarian affair. 
Its success is the concern of every man, of 
every sort of faith or unfaith, of every social 
class, Its demand is the smallest possible tax 
upon our purses, Whoever has a dollar for 
gift-making may fix his own percentage for an 
allowance to that larger branch of his family 
with which he is not personally acquainted. He 
need not, moreover, stop to inquire whether 
the objects of his charity are “deserving,” or 
“really in need.” He may safely assume that 
much, if he himself has ever suffered. If he 
gives no other Christmas present, let him drop 
his contribution into the box that is labeled 
“ Hospital Sunday.” 


Mr. Chauncey M. Depew has lately delivered 
himself of a most remarkable utterance, which 
seems to have struck the fancy of the Christian 
Union, for it appears and reappears, in startling 
capitals, in the columns of that excellent peri- 
odical, week after week. Mr. Depew has dis- 
covered, he says, that the Workingman has a 
Grievance; but that nobody knows what it is, 
and that the Workingman can’t define it. This 
is a striking proposition, and the most wonder- 
ful thing about it is that if it is true of the 
Workingman, it ought to be true of everybody 
else. A grievance the nature of which can not 
be known, the character of which can not be 

> 


defined, the effect of which seems to be unde- 
termined, is a possession possible to the healthi- 
est and happiest millionaire that ever trod Fifth 
Avenue. 

* . * 

But we fear that the indefinable grievance 
must go in the same category with the unkissed 
kisses and the unthought thoughts of our senti- 
mental poets. ‘To tell the truth, we have little 
belief in or pity for the grievances which can 
not be described in ordinary human language. 
We have heard of such grievances before. 
When you attempt to reduce them to exact ex- 
pression, they generally turn out to be the va- 
porous miseries of idle discontent. In a discus- 
sion of practical affairs, when men begin to al- 
low themselves indulgence in subtleties of this 
sort, there is no bottom to the metaphysical 
swash that weak yet well-meaning minds may 
plunge into. 


* 
* * 


There are no indefinable grievances in mat- 
ters of bread-and-butter. If the American 
workingman is oppressed in any way—outside 
of his trades-unions—it is time that he came 
out and told the world how, when and where. 
If he is free to work where he pleases, to choose 
his own employment, to make his own market, 
nothing, in this free country, but some strange, 
iniquitous and presumably illegal power can 
prevent him from getting as much of what this 
world has to give or his neighbor can get, 
granting the two men to be equal in intelli- 
gence, industry and honesty. There is not a 
fortune in this country that was not once within 
the reach of every man who lived in the same 
place and the same town as its maker. The 
workingman has his vote, his brains, his strength. 
How many Americans have anything more to 
start with? 


A POWERFUL EFFORT. 
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** Now, ladies and gents,” remonstrated the auctioneer, in a hurt tone of ‘voice: jest look at that set of 
carvers once more. Take ’em an’ feel of ’em. Ebony-handle—sabre-blade—beveled-back —razor-steel—brass- 
lined—silver-tipped—double-bolstered—nickel-shield—crocus-ground — oil-tempered — screw-rivets— English- 
make, an’ warranted for sixteen years; an’ I’ m only offered twenty-five cents for’em. Why, ladies an’ gents,” 
he concluded: ‘*if you never eat anythin’ but soup, you ought to have them carvers.” 
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“It is the spare half-hours of a lifetime that count in the end. Do not waste these; fill them with the teachings of a useful book, or, at least, with an ennobling interchange of thought.” 
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SCENE.—Anle-room of Mme. Pompon, fashionable modiste. 


Miss Van L. (musing).—How tiresome this waiting is! If only some 
one I know would come in—I don’t care how hateful she might be— 
[ Enter Mrs. Govpspury and her daughter, MINNA, aged ten.] 

Miss Van L. (effusive/y).—Why, how are you, Aunt Constantia— 
and you, Minna, darling? I have n’t seen you for an age. 

M s. G.—Thank you, Geraldine, my health is as usual. And you? 

Miss Van L.—I’ve had the most shocking cold—indeed, for the 
last two weeks, I’ve done nothing but cough and sneeze. 

Mrs. G.—I see that your nose is quite red, and your eyes look in- 
flamed. You must have suffered greatly. But you look as stout, stouter, 
even, than usual. Or, is your face swollen ? 

Miss Van L.—Would n’t it be nice if one could parcel out one’s 
superfluous flesh among one’s “needy” friends? In such a case, I would 
n’t forget you, Aunty, dear. 

Mrs. G.—Thank you, Geraldine, I prefer to preserve the sym- 
metry of my figure. 

Miss Van L,—But have you seen Mrs. Attenuate since she took up 
that new course of treatment? You really ought to ask her how she 
managed to grow so much stouter— 

Minna (interrupting).—Here’s my new watch, Geraldine. Sophie 
has n’t a watch—has she? Isn’t it pretty ? 

Miss Van L.—Indeed, it is—and it has a nickel-plated chain; has 
n’t it? See, darling—this is the way to wear it, so the chain won’t show. 

Mrs. G.—What was the color of your dress, Geraldine, before it 
faded so? 

Miss Van L,—It isn’t faded, aunt, dear. 
shades—I suppose you have n’t seen it before. 
Mrs. G.—Well, it’s unfortunate that it should have that appear- 

Most people would fancy it had grown shabby. 
Miss Van L.— Oh, no!—not any one who snows. (Breaking off.) 
Really, Mme. Pompon grows worse and worse. She promised solemnly 
to fit me at one o’clock, and here it is past two. 

Mrs. G.—I don’t like her half as well as I did Lamode; but she 
had her faults, too. {[ remember she had a ruby velvet dinner-dress of 
mine, that 1 wanted for an especial occasion; and she seized the oppor- 
tunity to fall ill and die—so disobliging of her! 

Miss Van L.—Are n’t dressmakers the most heartless creatures! 
Not a week ago I waited up to the last moment for a dress Mme. Pom- 
pon had promised and vowed to send, and it did n’t arrive, after all. I 


It’s one of the new 


ance. 











Miss VAN LuCRE discovered, among other victims. 


had wanted to look particularly well— Mr. Bullion had sent me the love- 
liest flowers! 

Mrs. G. (with a smile of anguish).—-Indeed? 

Miss Van L.—He was at our house last night. ‘There was quite a 
crowd—just dropped in informally, don’t you know—Vicomite de Luxe, 
Jack Egerton, Flo Alpine, and some others. We had the gayest time! 
I wished so that Emmie had been with us. 

Mrs. G.— You are quite too kind, Geraldine. Emmie had five or 
six invitations for yesterday evening. She went to the Loveland’s ball. 

Miss Van L.—Loveland? Oh, yes!—those people whose father 
was an hostler, or something of the sort. What did Emmie wear? 

Mrs. G.—Pale green satin de Lyons, embroidered with pearls. Mr, 
Carmine, the artist, said her costume was most artistic, and exquisitely 
conceived. 

Miss Van L.—Yes, I know Emmie devotes a great deal of thought 
to her lovely dresses. But I suppose it is absolutely necessary when one 
has always to be devising means of hiding one’s collar-bones and filling 
out one’s chest. Speaking of that, Mr. Bullion never calls Miss Verulam 
anything but “the bone of contention ’?—you know how thin she is— 
because Charlie St. Leger and Upton Carrol are at odds about her, It 
is really amusing how he dislikes thin women. _ He says awfully funny 
things. He was telling me about some girl, at Mrs. Stonehenge’s, who 
really gave him no peace; he said she is the sort of a girl who goes still- 
hunting, as he expressed it, in corners and on the stairs, 

Mrs. G.—Do you—that is, 1 suppose, you see a good deal of Mr, 
Bullion ? 

Miss Van L.—Yes, he’s quite at home with us. He says that ours 
is one of the few houses where he does not feel that he is being “run to 
earth.” 

Mrs. G.—Mrs, Verjuice—you know she says anything she pleases 
—made the remark that your mother would never rest until she bad 
compassed that end. 

Miss Van. L.—Is n’t she amusing! Did you hear another of her 
remarks? She said: “But it’s more glorious to succeed than to fail, 
and Mrs. Goldsbury made the same attempt.”? Qh, it’s my turn now, 
thank. heaven! My patience was nearly exhausted. Good-by, dear 
Aunt Connie! so glad to have had this nice little chat with you! Come 
to see us soon, By, by, Minna, pet! 

Jute K,. WerTHERILL, 
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EaRLy RISING may not prolong life, but it prolongs the hours for 
enjoying life. ‘This does not apply to those fortunate people who can 
afford to take their breakfast in bed. 

* 


ae 3 
By A SIMPLE DASH of Angostura, a smile can be changed to a bit- 


ter laugh. * 


In CincINNATI there is 
a church to every 1,250 in- 
habitants, and a saloon to 
every 100. The citizens 
complain that they cannot 
go to a saloon without 
being obliged to pass a 
church. 


* 
*” * 





yd A: Ths 
s i ASE SE 


| ! 4 awe AA ristmas- Eve - Tone 
af @ rpg ge 


INSTEAD OF saying “the house was completely gutted by fire,” a 
Boston paper substituted the word “intestined,’’ and its circulation is 
rapidly growing. 


* % 


IF ANYTHSNG gets in your eyes you can obtain immediate relief by 


straining them. * 


SADLY SINGS a hopeful 
poet: “A thousand songs 
are in my head. A thou- 
sand in my heart. Where 
will they be when I am 
dead. And we are far 
apart?” If you and they 
are to be far apart after 
death, the two thousand 
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is worse than Napoleon. 
Waterloo is in hard luck, 
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YouNG WoMEN prefer 
the blossoms of the orange- 


tree to the fruit itself. 


* 
* * 


‘THE GIRL who wears a 
sweet, modest expression 
about the eyes, and a pim- 
ple on the chin, need give 


ue - Has: t- mink- a 
r Saw: YOu-Srip-Uun 
-To- Wr. en and - 


He bey ota lele-with, 





“venture: ip-adap iy -Lines-apd-levels 
urp%e- of. osinett “a: down. Easferp-Ap plan: to 
A, a Ute d* for home-like - Fagus - apd: a-Share- iD- ry. 


Thoughts: et-which-mest- 
ill, Hhe-axemaris- head -in-tent- flap; wink 5-the i miiiet Bill ® you 're- 


es aint: apy contetdteh pur ys "ae “y lass ee 


iy i al ee = spewed ~~. ie we hess *bimm-in’ in? id-be. small side-hill or a diminu- 
fe oe fiddle-like- hes ie an" thy? or -are-a-Inindin’ tive fertile valley would 
Yes fe : 









A HEALTH JOURNAL says 
that marble-top tables are 
unhealthy. They do look 


ins pale. 
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WHEN THE mountain 
- labored and brought forth 
a mouse, it must have been 
rather ashamed of itself. A 
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some and out of sorts, goes 
and looks at a three-hun- 
dred-dollar baby-carriage 
in front of a Fourteenth 
Street shop, and is once 
more contented and happy. 
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Ir 1s a curious fact in 
connection with the mule 
that when engaged in a 
quarrel with his master, he 
is the more dangerous when 
he manifests a disposition 








r- awakening ors find. -1De- — 


ibe final: ste Ald-be, 


Bo “wil cies cop iter gz je any eft F-SA mee “Sweet - jo— tA to “ back out.”’ 
ne ° | -We- s oF wit ‘il °n- — hemlock: tree | eee ZA 
WHEN A man begins to BMF wih of a aa — * * 
know that he does n’t know SSN, ae ect. _S. Ir 1s said that a mule 
as much as he thinks he Hoye ek Se ee can not bray if a brick be 
knows, then he begins to 2: : —=——- tied to his tail. Ah, yes, 
aE Coane . ~ 





know something. 





but who will bell the cat? 


, THE OLD MAN WAS THERE. 


T was dark in the dépdt one day in December when the 
evening train came in, An elderly farmer was backed up 
against the partition, watching, in open-mouthed wonder, 
the big puffing engine and the yellow cars as they dis- 
charged their passengers, when « handsome young girl in 

a seal-skin cloak dashed forward, and throwing herself 
upon the honest granger’s manly breast, imprinted a kiss 
upon his sun-burned cheek, and exclaimed: 

“You dear old pa, I knew you would be waiting for me! And 
how’s mother and how’s John? and, oh! I’m so glad to get back—and, 
where’s my trunk? and, oh! pa, you take the check and let’s hurry.” 

The granger was old and dried up, and he had never known what 
it was to have a wife, much less a daughter. He mistrusted the young 
lady in the seal-skin cloak had made a mistake; but instead of stam- 
mering and humming and hawing, he came gallantly up to the scratch, 





and throwing both arms around the fair creature, he made up his mind 
to be a father to her or die in the attempt. Imprinting a kiss like the 
report of a pistol, on her cheek, he enthusiastically ejaculated: 

“Oh, yer mother ’s well, an’ John an’ Henry an’ (smack) an’ Jane 
an’ Susan (smack, smack) an’ Horace an’ Belindy an’ Calvin (smack), 
oh, they ’re all smart an’ hearty, an’—”’ 

By the time the young lady’s friends could get to her, she had slid 
into a stone-faint, and they had to lug her home in a hack, while the 
aged granger, as he finished the third round with her outraged young 
man, and sauntered out of the depot, leaving him with a bad eye and 
a ruptured coat, chuckled to himself: 

“The old man’s getting old an’ stiff an’ careless like, but when any 
young females want to play any games o’ Copenhagen, they ’il find him 
right to time—and I should n’t be s’prised if ityrained ’fore nine o’clock. 
G’ lang, Kate!” H,. E. D. 




















AN EARNEST PLEA. 


HERE seems to be little room 
for dispute that Christmas is 
located in the wrong season 
of the year, The persons 
who are responsible for the 
original fixing of the date 
have a great deal to answer 
for. It may bé that they 
lived in a warm climate, and 
were not dependent for their 
winter’s outfit on the uncer- 
tain liberality of friends and 
relatives at this festive sea- 
son; or it may be that they 
had imprudently allowed 
themselves to be guided to 
some extent by the current 

literature on the subject, and supposed that 

snow was an essential feature of the season in 
question; or perhaps they were in the poultry 
line, and thought their chickens and turkeys would 
keep longer on account of the cold weather if this 
particular date were selected. But whatever their 
object was, and whether or not they accomplished 
their designs, it is certain that the 
date finally selected by these persons 
has never given any real satisfaction 
to the general public. 

Christmas-trees and stockings full 
of indigestible candy, and roast tur- 
key and mint sauce, and a day’s holi- 
day at your own expense in which to go to church and return thanks 
and get away for a few hours from the hum and rush and roar and 
hurly-burly that make a man old before he has time to realize it, and 
swallow up health and strength and happiness and whatever else makes 
life dear to him—all this is well enough as far as it goes. 

But what the average man wants is something more practical. 

When the celebrated Old Boreas comes howling around and snaps 
at his bare fingers without waiting for the formality of an introduction, 
he needs gloves. But he must n’t think of getting them, for “Christmas 
is coming,” when his known wants in that line will be supplied. Then 
he wants a muffler. He really ought to have one when the left-over- 
night-in-the-refrigerator winds come, that go searching up and down 
the back of his neck and exploring as much of his vertebrz as can be 
reached, But it would be a sad waste of money to buy such a thing, 
as well as a shock to the feelings of those whom he knows full well to 
be intending to supply that want as soon as the proper day shall arrive. 

So he gets the rheumatism in his fingers, and his hand-writing be- 
comes so cramped and illegible that people can not read it, and numbers 
of bills that he has made out are returned to him unpaid for that very 
identical reason; and he catches such a cold in his neck that it be- 
comes permanently stiff, and compels him to walk with his head point- 
ing as true to his course as the needle to the pole when there is no iron 
in the hold to cause an inexplicable deviation and cast some gallant 
ship away on the rocks; and consequently he passes several of his best 
customers without seeing them, and so seriously offends them that they 
transfer their patronage, entailing on him a pecuniary loss that, if meas- 
ured by the amount of profanity it has been known to cause in typical 
cases, must be very serious. 

And then he needs new hdkfs, his old ones being on the ragged 
edge. But of course his family know that, and very likely have already 
purchased him a new supply, as perhaps he is aware, having already, 
mayhap, paid the bill for the same with that apparent obliviousness as 
to the pérson for whom the mouchoirs aforesaid are intended which 
is usual and customary on such occasions. But of course he cannot 
have his new hdkfs until the festive day actually arrives; and prob- 
ably he will be called on unexpectedly at some evening gathering to 
make a presentation speech, or something of that kind; and in his 
embarrassment he will pull out his hdkf and blow a vigorous blast to 
show that he feels perfectly at ease in the réle which has been assigned 
to him; and the article in question will have no less than seventeen 
large holes in it; and everybody will see them, and nudge their next 
neighbor, and say that Mr. G. is evidently going to the dogs when he 
can sport no better looking hdkf than that, and that if he owes them 
anything they had better be looking after it pretty sharp. 

And next day he wonders why almost every man he owes is in 
such an everlasting hurry to be paid the balance due him. And perhaps, 
just as likely as not, their combined demands for money will cause him 
to smash, or at all events to ask for an extension of credit, which is 
nearly as bad, as it lowers his rating at Bradstreet’s, and makes it more 
difficult to get his notes discounted, and causes him to cut his luncheon 
hour shorter, and grow dyspeptic, and browbeat his office-boys till they 
leave and go to a new firm so late in the season that they are considered 










A MODEST MAN. 





— 


WS = 
AP 


S 
TSS 


be 
— 





«* Do you know, my friend,”’ he said, and he said it through his nose: ‘that 
there is One who watches over you, who knows your goings out and your comings 
in; who protects you from all harm, and leads you as a little chi!d, to—” 

‘* No, sir,” interrupted the person addressed: **1’m not so conceited as to 
think all that.” 


. — — 


as not being entitled to any recognition at Christmas, and so are omit- 
ted in the general distribution of checks and pecuniary remembrances 
common at this season with all firms who desire to do as they would be 
done by, and remember that they too were once young and struggling, 
and five dollars was a big thing to them. 

And so disaster follows thick on the heels of disaster, and these 
unfortunate youths are saddened for as much as four weeks by the 
thought of what they missed on this occasion, and very likely some of 
them, the only support of wealthy but stingy parents, while standing on 
some bitterly cold night in front of some toy or candy store, their eyes 
almost literally glued to the show-window, and speculating what they 
would have bought if only they had had some money given them Christ- 
mas, are suddenly, through their imprudent 
exposure to the cold air for a long time, at- 
tacked with pneumonia, strabismus, neurosis, 
orsome other fatal disease, and are carried off, 
after involving their parents in considerable 
expense in the way of medical attendance. 

In short, they die, become quite dead, and 
have tasteful monuments erected over them 
at Woodlawn, if their parents aforesaid are 
able to afford them. And very likely the grass 
will grow there in the spring tall and lush, 
and a shy anemone will rear its modest head 
above them, and seem to inquire why this 
matter could not have been better arranged. 

And all this long train of evils could 
have been prevented by simply having Christ- 
mas come about, say, the first of November, 
We therefore move that the legislature be 
authorized and otherwise empowered to 
change the date to the one suggested. 

W. R.C. 








Mr. Dana must hide his diminished head. Miss Booth, of Harper's 
Bazar, has secured a Maltese cat. 





SENATOR GorMAN, of Maryland, looks like Dean Stanley, and as 
the latter has been buying weapons and poisons lately, it is suspected 
that he knows it. 





Frank Ho .t, of the Royal Academy, is to paint Queen Victoria’s 
jubilee portrait. As his wife already has a shawl, Frank appears to. be left, 
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HOW SANTA CLAUS CAME TO PINHOOK. 


By Bret ‘l'aRTE. 








tT was Christmas eve at Pinhook, as else- 
where. But to Pinhook, Christmas was 
‘| little more than a vague memory of the 
past, which bore upon the present only 
with the discomforting force of a sarcasm, 

The drowsy flashes of the somnolescent 

sun fell upon the pallid face of Simpson’s 

Butte, and lent to its prominent features 
an alcoholic glow that symbolized the dis- 
sipated reputation of its environment. Its 

ragged hood of chapparal was trimmed deep 
with snow, which had come to the settlement of 
Pinhook at its base only in the free translation of 
a copious rainfall. 

‘The North Fork had overflowed its banks, 
and from the foot-hills stretched a vast and turbid 
acreage of flood that reduced the petty topographical 
aristocracies of half a county to a democratic dead- 
level, ‘The office of the Pinhook Clarion had been 
floated off its foundations, and its last edition was fast 
attaining an unprecedented circulation. 

The entire male population of the settlement 
were being upheld by the sixteen legs that gave mea- 
gre support to the declining years of six chairs, that 
shared with a rusty stove the responsibility of furnish- 
ing ‘thompson’s cabin, A gloom, that was in sym- 
pathetic accord with the moaning wind without, had 
settled down over the company, and their mercurial 
spirits only survived in the morbid symptom of co- 
pious salivation directed at the stove. 

It implied some hardihood in old man Thomp- 

son, therefore, that he ventured the remark: 

“ Well, boys, to-morrer’s Chrismis.” 

This contribution was not well received; Saleratus Bill rejoining 
that the wrath of the Almighty might imperil his salvation in the event 
of his having any interest in the ‘fact, while the day was tersely con- 
signed by another to the Powers of Evil, without qualification or limit. 
All this delivered with an original force and economy of words that is 
untranslatable. 

“In course. Certingly. 
trimming: “ Not that / care a durn ’bout it. 















‘Thet ’s so,’”’ assented the Old Man, hastily 
I was a thinkin’ of Johnny.” 





PAINFUL FOR PEGRAM. 
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Pecram has been waiting all the evening for Miss Devaxe to acknowledge 
the bouquet which he sent her that day. 


P.—What a beautiful bunch of flowers, Miss Delake! Their perfume has delighted 
me ever since Icame in. Where did you get them ? 
Miss D,~—-Mamma bought them at Arnold’s, I believe. They ’re artificial, you know. 


PUCK. 


The group turned their heads instinctively toward a low couch just 
visible in the gloom of the corner, and Jim Dustin said in a lower voice: 

“ What ’s wrong with Johnny, old man ?”’ 

“I d’no,” rejoined ‘Thompson slowly: “ Yis’day they wus four Chi- 
namin went by, and he 
never hove a rock at’em 
onct. Didn’t seem to 
take no interest in life. 
’N las’ night he called me 





on a pair o’ fours. Reckon 
he’s got a fever or suthin.” 

* Poor litile chap!” said 
Jack Hamlin, sympatheti- 
cally: “and nary a bluff?” 

“Nary a bluff,” echoed 
the Old Man, gloomily: 
“Oh, he’s bad.” 

“ Any snakes?” briefly 
queried a nervous sufferer from 
behind the stove, in evident es- 
tablishment of fellowship with 
the invalid. 

“ Naw,”’ rejoined Thompson scorn- 
fully: “’N to-day he’s been a-runnin’ ! 
on ’bout Chrismis ’n Sandy Claus ’n 
all that.” 

A respectful pause followed this an- 
nouncement, Poverty and hunger had drift- 
ed into Pinhook with the flood, and now sick- 
ness had come to share their scanty entertainment, 
Yet in this- manger of wretchedness was Christmas 
born again, as in Bethlehem of old—born of the / 
ravings of a sick boy. Again the spirit of peace 
and good will toward men stirred in the bosoms of these seit fellows, 
and moved them strangely. 

The pause was broken by a weak and querulous voice from the bed: 

“ Father!” 

The Old Man moved hastily toward the speaker. 

“Wot is it, Johnny ?”” 

“How much longer is that ornery gang o’ lazy, drunken loafers 
goin’ to lay roun’ yar? Didn’t they have no more sade than to come 
yar with sickness in the house ’n raise h—Il with invalids? Git! ye miz- 
zable bums!”’ 

“Guess Johnny’s feelin’ better,’ said Jack Hamlin cheerfully, as 
he rose to go. “So long, old man.” 

And one after another they filed out into the darkness, touched 
and thoughtful. 
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* %* * * 


The hours wore away, marked only by the ticking of the rain-drops 
and the measured booming of the wind. ‘The guttering candle now 
burned low, and now flashed into unnatural brilliancy, like a drowsy 
watcher. On the narrow bedstead Johnny slept with upturned face. 
His boot dangied from the rude mantel above the flickering fire, where 
Thompson, moved by the associations of the day, had placed it, and 
cast huge, fantastic shadows upon the ceiling, 

Was it Santa Claus that dashed away a tear as he noiselessly en- 
tered the room? Was it Santa Claus who reverently deposited his heavy 
burden in Johnny’s boot? Or was it Jack Hamlin, the gambler? 

As the intruder passed the bed, he paused, and with a sudden reso- 
lution, parted his huge moustache with both hands and bent over the 
sleeper. As his breath fanned the boy’s face, he moved uneasily in his 
sleep and murmured: 

“No, bar-keep’, not whiskey—I said beer.” 

Hamlin sprang back with a suppressed sob, and passed silently out. 


* i % * 


The Old Man started and woke. ‘The fire was dead; the room 
damp and cold. ‘The sun shone out cheerily, but the still, white face 
that looked up from Johnny’s bed took no note of it. For Death had 
come, as well as Santa Claus, and brought his precious gift of rest. 

Reverently, and with no slight muscular exertion, they lifted down 
the boot. It was filled to the full with revolvers, bowie-knives, pieces 
of plug-tobacco, copies of the Police Gazette, pipes, bottles of whiskey 
—all that these rough men in their poverty held most dear. 

And at the bottom were laid four aces—the offering of Jack Hamlin, 
and the best thing his hand could give. What did it matter that he 
had plenty more in his sleeve? When he gave them he was play- 
ing on the square. 4 

These were 
Johnny’s Christ- 
mas gifts. 

Thus Santa 
Claus came to 
Pinhook. 
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L. 
Ss” ’s sitting in the easy chair, 
The sunbeam gilds her features; 
She is the fairest of the fair- 
Est, fairest of fair creatures, 
She dreams beside the purple screen 
With birds and roses vernal, 
And reads of silks and grenadine 
In Fones’s Fashion Fournal. 


She’s happy as a butterfly 
Among the blossoms creamy, 
You well may gather from her sigh 
So musical and dreamy. 
She dances like a thing of grace, 
Is well supplied with lucre, 
Uses no powder on her face, 
And plays progressive euchre. 


At Mt. Desert last year we met, 
And daily played at tennis, 

At which with her I much regret, 
To say my name was “ Dennis.” 

I dipped her in the dark-blue wave, 
Felt happy as a merman, 

And was her partner when they gave 
At the hotel a german. 


THE HAPPY 


[" may seem inconsistent and contradictory to speak of such a being as 
a happy pessimist. But, nevertheless, he is abundant. He, of course, 
always looks on the dark side of everything and everybody, and his 
great delight consists in predicting’ occurrences that will frighten or 
make you unhappy, and in saying, on hearing of a casualty: “I told 
you so; I knew it.” . 
If you are inclined to thinness, he will in some way twist his con- 
versation to bring that stibject uppermost, and then say, with a forced 
sympathetic twinkle in his eye: 

“Cough any in the morning ?” 

You tell him you don’t, and he warns you to be very careful. 

If, on the other hand, you are stout and ruddy, he will tell you.of 
a man of just your build and appearance that dropped dead of apo- 
plexy, a few days before. Then he will ask you if you are winded on 
climbing a staircase, and before you can answer, he will shake his head 
sorrowfully, and change the subject with a suddenness that will frighten 
you half to death, and drive you on a bee-line to Janeway to have your 
cardiac apparatus examined, 

If you can not afford to go away in the summer, he will tell you 
that an occasional change is absolutely necessary for your mental, if not 
your sanitary, welfare. He will tell you that staying in one place makes 
you rusty and dissatisfied, and brings on melancholia and grumpiness. 

Then if you are well off and go away every summer, and occasion- 
ally in the winter, the pessimist smiles and says: 

“What do you pretend to be—a man or a jaybird ?” 

After this he tells you that-only nervous and frivolous people desire 
a constant change, and that if they had minds and mental resources, 
they would be satisfied anywhere. And then he cites the fact that farm- 
ers are the happiest people in the world, and they never travel. 

If you are a poet, unable to get away, the pessimist tells you you 
should travel and see new things. 

“Just look at ‘Childe Harold,’ he says enthusiastically: “could 
Byron have written that if he had n’t traveled ?’’ 

You half agree with him. But if you are a rich poet, and spend 
all your time traveling, the happy pessimist will say: 
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We used to walk beneath the moon 
When all the flowers were sleeping, 
And listen to the lonely loon, 
And figure on house-keeping. 
And after that would crafty Bess 
Remark to me: ‘‘ According 
To my idea of happiness 
The proper way is boarding.” 


Vv 


The summer-time has floated by, 
No more beside the ocean 

We walk beneath a cloudless sky 
All rapture and devotion. 

I’m dwelling on Fifth Avenue, 
And so is the beguiler, 

W hose shrine I almost daily strew 
With Maillard and with Huyler. 


vi. 


Though summer birds no longer sing, 
Their songlets with me linger, 

For in the Fall I placed a ring 
Upon her snowy finger. 

I think about the ocean swells 
And lonely rocky gorges 

Where we agreed for us the bells 
Would ring at old St. George’s. 


PESSIMIST. 


“‘ Now, what’s the use, my dear boy. of going to Europe, and loung- 
ing around Florence and Ravenna all winter, under the impression that 
that is going to supply you with the brains that God did not give you? 
Do you think that smoking light golden tobacco through rose-water in 
Constantinople is going to enable you to write better verse than you 
could in Greenpoint? Remember, young man, that Goldsmith wrote 
his master-pieces in a garret. If you are selling suspenders on com- 
mission, traveling might be indispensable; but if there is any poetry in 
you, it doesn’t take any particular climate to bring it out.” 

In the matter of dogs the happy pessimist has also his opinions, 
Tell him you keep a Scotch terrier, and he will appear horrified. 

*« That is a small, feverish dog,”’ he says: “and one that is easily ir- 
ritated; he snaps before he knows it. You ought to have a large dog. 
One that is lazy and good-natured about the house, and still strong 
enough to devour a burglar. What you want is a Siberian bloodhound.” 

But if you keep a bloodhound, he will say: 

“Horror! that is a dog without intelligence. He will eat you up 
some night, sure. I had a friend who was recently disposed of in this 
way. A small dog is what you want; a Scotch terrier is nervous and al- 
ways to be depended on, Burglars never come where there is a small, 
barking dog.” 

If you live on a hill where there is a fine view, he tells you you can’t 
appreciate the outlook, as it becomes monotonous after a day or two, 
If you live in a hollow, he speaks of fever and ague, and the great ad- 
vantages of high ground, If you have no trees on your place, he speaks 
of the glories of shade. If your place is covered with trees, he tells you 
that if you think shade more beneficial than sunshine, it is none of his 
business. 

He can prove to you that wealth is sorrow and poverty a blessing, 
health a curse and disease a precious boon. He stalks about like an un- 
canny shadow, joyfully making you sick at heart, until you tell him you 
own a tortoise-shell cat, and he tells you why you should own a Maltese, 
and you suddenly say that you do own a Maltese and not a tortoise-shell. 

Then he will leave you alone. 

] R. K. M. 
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Puck shows you for Christmas a beautiful tree, 

Whefein there is more than the careless might see: 

In the Puzzleworld Woods, where the landscape deceives 
You are apt to find faces a-growing like leaves; 

And with one startling fact you are sure to be struck— 
You ’ll find them all in the back-numbers of Puck. 


PUCK’S CHR 


The forest’s kind owner— 
Has set up this tree in t 
Where all may gaze on it 
And pick out the faces in 
There are old social frienc 
And you ’ll find them all 





CHRISTMAS TREE. 


ind owner—J, Keppler by name 

jis tree in the Temple of Fame, 

y gaze on it for ten cents a gaze, 

the faces in gleeful amaze— 

_ social friends and political truck ; 

nd them all in the back-numbers of Puck. 








Upon various boughs you will find you can trace 

Many neat variations on one single face ; 

There ’s the author, the artist, the soldier, the thief, 
The boss and the boodler, the chef and the Chief, 

And the Puck staff is present, to wish you good luck— 
You ’ll find ¢em all in the back-numbers of Puck. 
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THE BACKWARD ROLL.—By A. B. Frost. 
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He was doing the backward roll in the finest 
manner 


when he went over a little stick, and eme —— and, as it was a cold day, was soon fast. 
down hard —— 








He is getting to be a little tired, when two He thinks he had, so they offer, for a considera- Being “‘ raised,” he tells them that as.soon as he 
strangers arrive who ask him if he is not cold, and tion, to raise him. can reach his trousers’ pockets he will divide all 
whether he had n’t better come out of that. he has with them. 








They hope he will not put himself to any —~ and as for the division, why, ¢hey can attend The above is an attempt to depict a yell of 
trouble to get at his pockets to that, : rage and despair, - 


Bets 
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THE BACKWARD ROLL. —Concluded. 





His explanation of his position is reccived in, He is hastened toward the home of the youth- 


again, the Western manner: ‘‘ When. did One- ful rangers. 
{Eyed Mike, The Avenger, fail to succor the un- 
fortunate ?” 


He is seen by two youthful Rangers, who ap- 
proach him after the most approved manner of the 
Wild West. 





4 The parent of the Y. R.’s is slightly embar ——— but his reception is none the less warm, The parent thinks it is going to be rather a 
long job, so goes to bed after hoping his guest will 


rassed, as he doesn’t know whether to ask him to 
sit down or not pass a comfortable night. 
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The above is intended to convey some sort of He now does the backward roll with the proper 
a feeble notion of the first chill he has after get- equipment. 
ting to bed, 
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THE CONGRESSMAN’S CHRISTMAS. 





& ae Congressman sits in his study on Christ- 
mas eve. On his desk is a pile of letters 
and packages, which form a little wall between 
him and the glowing grate. He knows they are 
all tekens of friendship from admiring con- 
stituents; still no pleased expressions flit across 
his face as he recognizes the different hand- 
writings of his friends, nor does he show any 
eagerness to explore the numerous little boxes. 
For a half-hour he contemplates the desk 
with sad, despairing eyes, and then, with a pro- 
found Ways-and - Means-committee-room sigh 
of weariness, he opens a letter. It is from his 
chief lieutenant at Hawkinsville, who writes: 

“Accept my heartiest wishes for a merry 

Christmas, 1 send a little locket for Nelly, and 
a pin for Charlie, with the hope that I will add 
one drop to the happiness of your pretty chil. 
dren during this joyful season. * 
No, it can not be denied that there is sal 
dissatisfaction in the district about your ap- 
pointmenis. Your most earnest supporters are 
denouncing you, and I 
believe you could not 
get seven votes in all 
Hawkinsville to-day. If 
you could only get us 
a dozen or so of places 
at Washington right 
away, things might be 
smoothed over.” 

The next letter is in 
a feminine hand, and 
very long. It reads: 

«A poor widow wishes 
you all the joys of this 
blessed season. May you 
experience the ‘peace 
that comes to men of 
aa "= * * 
Indeed, I hate to blame 
anybody; but I can’t 
help feeling that you 
have neglecte! to push 
my pension-bill, It was 
introduced in the House 
fully a week ago, and I 
have received no money 
yet. I will not conceal WN iss: 
from you that all my 
friends are indignant, 
and threaten to take re- 
venge on you at the 
polls.” 

Wearily the M. C. 
turns to the next Christ- 
mas greeting: 

* Lf all my good wishes 
for you could be real- 
ized,” says this writer: 
you would never know 
an unhappy moment on 
earth, * * * * I know 
that you have done a 
great deal toward secur- 
ing the postmastership 
for me, but 1 understand 
that you have relaxed 
your efforts lately. This 
will never do. All my 
‘‘friends are greatly in- 
censed at your remiss- 
ness in the matter, and 










very hard to give it an appropriate name, 
even that is not expression enough, and we salesmen speak of it as ‘* terrapin’s memory.” 


PUCK 


1 know they will, to a man, oppose you at the 
next convention, if you fail to have me ap- 
pointed.” 


A fourth letter is equally cheering. It reads: 

“From my heart I wish you a merry Christ- 
mas, old fellow, and I send some toys which I 
hope will amuse the children. * * * * 
I regret to tell you that your attitude on the 
tariff question is raising a whirlwind against 
you here. The people think you are drifting 
toward the free-trade ranks, and that you can 
no longer be relied upon to advocate the pro- 
tection of our industries. Keep to a high tariff 
if you want to be reélected.”’ 


The next communication reads: 

“T only wish I could shake your hand and 
tell you how earnestly I wish you a merry 
Christmas, instead of weakly writing my wishes. 
* * * * No doubt remains that you must 
at once come out as a free-trader, if you hope 
to retain your support in this section. The peo- 
ple will no longer put up with these shameful 
war taxes. Try to get in a free-trade speech as 
soon as possible, to show your constituents that 
you are not going to prove a traitor, as your 
enemies insinuate.” 


Forty-eight more letters of a similar charac- 
ter are read, and then the M. C. falls into a 
troubled sleep, and dreams all night that he is 
tied to two locomotives, steaming in opposite 
directions. Next day his expression is calcu- 
lated to “cast a gloom over the community.” 


W. L. Riorpon. 


A SUGGESTION TO THE TRADE. 
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CLERK.—That, Madame, is 80 delicate in its shade and texture that the manufacturers found it 
They finally decided to call it «* aroma of ‘i * og but 
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A GOOD LITTLE BOY. 


How His Example Reformed His Two. Brothers. 





f ARRY was a real good little 
boy, and his brothers, 
Tom and George, were 
also good boys, only 
they were very thought- 
less, One day, while 
passing the cottage of 
a poor widow, Tom and 
George began throwing 
stones at her cat. Little 
Harry reminded them 
that this was very, very 
wrong, and they stopped throwing stones at the 
cat and went home. 

Then little Harry went in the poor widow’s 
cottage to ask her if there was anything he 
could do for her. The poor widow was very 
much pleased to see such a nice little boy, and 
told him he looked like her little brother in 
Chicago. 

Then she explained that only a little while 
ago she was a great society belle in Chicago, 
but she married against her dear parents’ wishes 
and now she was all alone in the world, for her 
husband had run away from her. She said she 
let people call her a widow, because it was too 
much trouble to answer questions. 

Then Harry looked out the back door, 
and seeing a big pile of wood, he asked her if 
he should not cut it for her. She said “ Yes,” 
and Harry got a saw and sawed it all up. 

The widow thanked 
him kindly, and said 
she hoped he would 
get his stocking full of 
nice things on Christ- 
mas. Shesaid she always 
hung up her stocking on 
Christmas, but no one 
put anything in it any 
more, 

When Harry went 
home he told his mamma 
all about it, and his 
mamma said he was a 
good little boy, and his 
two brothers, who did 
not try to do any good 
in the world, were very 
naughty. 

This made Tom and 
George feel very bad, 
and they determined 
that they would be good 
little boys, too. So they 
went to the Chicago 
widow and asked her to. 
please hang her stock- 
ing on the outside of 
the house on Christmas 
eve. She promised she 
would, and when Christ- 
mas eve came, ‘om and 
George went around 
like good little boys and 
shoveled a ton of coal 
into it. 


Ws 
NS \) W. J. Baumer. 
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Hips: AND Now is the sea- 
son of the year when 
thousands of dollars’ 
worth of stamps will be 
used in sending through 
the mail hundreds of dol- 
lars’ worth of card-board, 
with pictures on it. 

A Pretty P. ss—One 
for the Play. 





























GRACE. 


cross the narrow chapel-aisle, 
The sportive golden sunbeams smile 
And brighten up the 
altar, 
To which, with softly 
moving lips 
Omitted sentences and 
trips, 
She ’s murmuring the 
psalter, 


\ I hear the pompous 

Y; rector speak 
His Latin maxims, classic Greek 
And brilliant English phrases, 

Vet heed him not; for in her eyes 

Are gentle lessons, worldly wise, 
That merit all my praises. 











She shares the battered book with me 

And closely watching I can see 
Rude scribbling on the pages; 

Till puzzled, partially perplexed, 

I turn to see if ’zhance the text 
Refers to Bible-pages. 


But there upon the surface white, 
Some youth has drawn her features bright 
With pencil deft and shifty, 
And in the family record fold 
These cautionary words are told: 
*©Grace. August, 1850.” 
De Witt STeErry. 





RANDOM REMARKS. 





GOVERNOR Rosinson, of Massachusetts, is a 
member of a swell toboggan club, and they say 
it is a soothing and kindly sight to see him en- 
tertaining Cyrus W. Field at the slide. ‘rhe 
i stone-wall across the bottom of the shute has 
been objected to by the members, but the Gov- 
ernor still has some pleasant little surprises for 
his distinguished visitor, and a lively season for 
the sport may be looked for. 





WE READ that Mrs, Barbara Pelwoka died in 
Minnesota the other day at the age of one hun- 
dred and six years, and that during the past 
summer, besides tending a sorghum patch, she 
helped at corn-husking, and did other work 
about the farm. Her sons are inconsolable at 
her loss. 











SELECTING POETRY. 
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YounG Lapy (ia book store).—A volume of poetry, 
please. 

CLERK.—Yes, ma’am. Er—what author ? 

Younc Lapy.—Oh, I don’t care anything about the 
author, but the cover must harmonize with a cherry parlor 
table with a red-plush top. 
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AN ITEM says that Explorer Stanley is no 
dude. “He wears an old brown derby hat of 


antique pattern, a dingy overcoat, and his cos-. 


tume in general is pervaded with an air of care- 
lessness and neglect.’? On reading the above, 
Mr. Evarts said he was not going to be beaten 
by any young upstart, and immediately tore off 
one of his coat-tails, and ran his hat through a 
hay-cutter. He and Stanley do not speak now. 


AN EXCHANGE says that “N. H. Perry, of 
South Paris, Maine, a prominent geologist, is 
hunting up a set of twelve precious stones men- 
tioned in the twenty-first chapter of Revelations 
for a New York clergyman.” If this is literally 
true, the reverend gentlemen has got a claim on 
those jewels that could not be broken even by 
a McQuade jury. 


Henry JAMEs has taken a villa at Florence, 
and will start a new novel on Italian life, Flor- 
ence is farther away than Mulberry Street, and 
it costs more to get there, but we ’ll wager our 
new lightning press, Henry, that if you stay 
there a hundred years we can give you points 
on your return that will cause you to feel as if 
you had never heard of Italy. 


“ AN ELDERLY lady returning home to Santa 
Cruz on the narrow-guage road, lost her wig 
out of the car-window, and, on leaning out to 
look for it, her false teeth dropped to the 
ground.” — Zxchange. It is lucky the train 
was so near its destination. If she had trav- 
eled much farther, she might have lost her 
skeleton out. 


GOvERNOR PaTTISON, of Pennsylvania, has 
just returned from a hunting expedition in the 
Alleghenies, where he had a narrow escape from 
freezing to death while stalking deer. He says 
he is going to have the pocket-pistol sewed into 
his shirt the next time he goes. 


A DISPATCH SAYS that Ex-Secretary Robeson 
is in Washington attending to some private 
business. It is hard to eradicate fixed habits, 
and it must seem very natural to him. He 
never was accused of attending to any pud/ic 
business, you know. 


“‘SIGNORA BaRIANA-Dinl, of St. Petersburg, 
has, by long study and practice, converted her 
contralto voice into a brilliant tenor,”—Musical 
Exchange, Subscriptions will be received at 
this office to purchase her a home in St. Peters- 
burg. 


Mr. HERMAN OELRICHS is said to be nego- 
tiating for aschooner-yacht that will beat the 
world, He ougat to steer clear of James Gor- 
don Bennett’s advice in the matter; at least that 
is Mr. Pulitzer’s opinion. 





WHEN AN Indiana citizen declines to give 
up any money, he says it’s English, you know, 
Bill English, 





CONFESSIONS OF A PICKINGS’ READER. 


| *vE read my PicKIncs Number Three, 
And now that I am through, 

I ’ll sew my buttons on again 
And buy a Number Two. 


I’ve read my Number Two, and now 
I feel so full of fun 

That out my quarter flies to get 
A Pickincs Number One. 


Aha! they ’re all A No. 1, 
These PICKINGS so refined; 

They are the blooming graces three, 
Likewise three of a kind. 


Price, twenty-five cents per crop. By mail, thirty cents, 
or all three crops mailed to one address on receipt of 
seventy-five cents. ' ; 
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THE YOUNG MAN about town, before whom 
Solomon arrayed in all his glory would look 
dim and lustreless, does n’t always have “six- 
teen dollars in his inside pocket ;’’ but it is safe 
to say that he is never without a box of the 
famous Virginia Brights Cigarettes. _ 





A NEw KEROSENE BURNER.—The latest invention 
in kerosene burners is called the Improved Ilickok Cal- 
cium. It burns a seamless round wick and gives a light 
equal to 60 candles or seven common burners and can 
be attached to any ordinary lamp. 





CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired from practice, having had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formula of a simp'e 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of Con- 
sumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat and Lung 
Affections, also a positive and radical cure for Nervous Debility 
and all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful 
curative powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make 


it known to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive and a 
desire to relieve human suffering, I will send free of charge, to all 
who desire it, this recipe, in German, french or English, with 
full directions for preparing and using. Sent by mail by addres- 
ing with stamp, naming this paper, W. A. Noyes, 1g9 Power's 
Block, Rochester, N.Y. 772 





















































As sults 














‘¢ JOHN, HERE’S your mother writes that she’s 
coming to visit us next Wednesday, and you 
know my dear mama’s coming that very day.” 

“Glad of it, my love.” 

“But we can’t have both here.”’ 

“What's the reason we can’t ?”’ 

“Why, we’ve only one spare room.” 

“Just the thing, love. ‘Turn ’em both into it, 
lock the door, and trust in Providence,” 

John didn’t mind saying pleasant little things 
like that to his wife. He had a policy in the 
United States Mutual Accident Association, 
320 Broadway, New York. on 





PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 1887 will be out in 
January. In its make-up it will differ from 
its predecessors; it will be a Sixry-Four 
PAGE Book of the size of 


THE WEEKLY PUCK, 
THe X-MAS PUCK, and 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK. 


THE CONTENTS, Illustrations and Letter- 
press will all be original, 


WE MIGHT AS WELL state here that. in 
order to let others share in the financial 
benefit which we expect to derive from this 
publication, we will insert 2 number of 


HIGH-CLASS ADVERTISEMENTS in 
Puck's ANNUAL, and request Advertisers 
to engage space at an early date. 

THE RATES ARE: $240 for a full page. 

120 * half page. 

65 ‘* quarter page. 

35 “ eighth page. 

20 * sixteenth page. 
PLEASE ADDRESS: 


Kepr_er & SCHWARZMANN, 
105 Puck Building, New York. 
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fi teaspoonful of 
Fred 


-}- ‘Brown’ s +}. 


























with hol wafer =4 sugar (if 
if suils Faste,) 


Salisfies Thirst, 
Susfains aeentih. 


lids Digestion,“ 
af night, by causing 
& healthy acon 
of the \kin, Induces 
Sleep. « Try ik. 


FRED: BROWN’s GINGER, 
PHILADELPHIA. 











Brain Workers and 


OME EXERCISER” 
ies, and Youths; the 


y People. Gentlemen 
Athlete. oe Invalid. A complete gymnasium. Takes up 
but 6 inches square floor-room ; something new, scientific, 
durable, comprehensive, cheap. Send for circular. “Home 
HOOL -, Bigs ore Cururs,” 
3 5th Ave., N. ¥Y. City. Prof. 
D. L. Down. "Wen Blaikie, author of “How 734 
to Get Strong,’ says of it: “I never saw any 
other I liked half as well.” 











COPENHAGEN CHERRY CORDIAL. 


INDISPENSABLE IN EVERY HOUSEHOLD. 
FORSALE BY WINE MERCHANTS AND CROCERS 
THROUCHOUT THE UNITED STATES. 


LUYTIES BROTHERS, 
CENERAL ACENTS 
NEW YORK 








PUCK. 


“WuHaT was that crash of pottery I heard 
just now, Sally? What did you break ni 

“A vase, Mum.” 

‘Which one ?”’ 

“That square one on the libr’y table, Mum.” 

“Oh, Sally! That was the very oldest and 
rarest vase in the entire house.” 

“Is that so, Mum? An’ it’s plazed I am to 
hear ye say that same, intoirely. I was afraid 
at first it moight be new.”’—Detroit Mercury. 

MIND-READING is now the proper caper. 

“Take hold of my left hand and tell me 
what I’m thinking of,” said the head of the 
family to his confiding spouse. 

“Oh, yes,” said she, grasping his hand con- 
vulsively: “you are thinking about taking me 
to hear Patti.” 

She had to guess again.— Boston Herald. 

OnE of our citizens does not believe that 
there is any luck virtue in horse-shoes. He 
picked up one the other day, and carried it 
home. His wife covered it with velvet and 
hung it up. The next day their dog died, and 
the wife tock the horse-shoe out-doors and 
threw it as far as a mad woman can throw any- 
thing. It is probable the fault was in the vel- 
vet.—Danbury News. 

AFTER the clerk had pulled down everything 
in the store without satisfying his customer, a 
woman, she asked him if there was anything 
else he had not shown her. 

“Yes, ma’am,” he said: “the cellar; but if 
you wish it, I will have that brought up and 
shown to you.”—Lowell Citizen. 

BUTCHER (wth bi//).—Is the missus in this 
afternoon ? 

SERVANT.—No, sir. Her ‘“afternoons”’ is 
Chewsday and Thoorsdays.—Harper’s Bazar. 


HOTEL-WAITERS are all believers in the much 
discussed Andover doctrine.— Hotel Gazette. 





Blair’s Pills.—Great English Gout and Rheumatic Remedy. 
Oval box, 34; round, 14 Pills. At all druggists. 723 


Champagne 


ANALY ZED 


Champagne, with a minimum of alcohol, is by far 
the whol t and p remarkable exhilarating 
power. 

THOMAS KING CHAMBERS, M. D., F. R. C. P., 

Honorary Physician to H. R. H. the Prince of Wales. 











Having occasion to investigate the question of whole- 
some beverages, I have made chemical analysis of the 
most prominent brands of Champagne. 

1 find G. H. Mumm & Co.’s Extra Dry to contain in a 
marked degree less alcohol than the others, 1 therefore 
most cordially commend it not only for its purity but as 
the most wholesome of the Champagnes. 

R. OGDEN DOREMUS, M. D., LL. D., 
Prof. Chemistry, Bellevue Hospital Med. College, N. Y. 





Champagne, whilst only possessing the alcoholic 
strength of natural wines, is useful for exciting the flag- 
ging powers in case of exhaustion. 

F, W. PAVY, M. D., F. R.S., 
Lecturer on Physiology at Guy’s Hospital, London. 





Champagne containing the smallest percentage of spirits 
is the most wholesome. 
JOHN SWINBURNE, M. D., 
Former Health Officer of Port of New York. 


C.C. SHAYNE, 
Manufacturing Furrier, 


103 PRINCE ST., N. Y., 
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Will retail fashionable Furs and 
Seal-Skin Garments this season. 
This will afford a splendid op- 
portunity for ladies to purchase 





reliable furs direct from the | 
Manufacturer at lowest possible 
8: prices. Fashion book mailed free. | 











THE CELEBRATED 


=~ LA IT Os 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS, 
WAREROOMS: 

149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & CO. 


CHICAGO, ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


PIANO STOOLS. 
GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


PIANO COVERS, PIANO SCARFS, TABLE 
COVERS, MUSICCABINETS andSTANDS, 
largest assortment, lowest prices. 


F. NEPPERT, Manufacturerand . 
Canal Street, near West Broadway, 62 


AGIC LANTERNS! 


M AND STEREOPTICONS. 


FARMERS SEND FOR PRICE LIST OF LANTERN 
AMUSEMENTS FOR LONG WINTER EVENINGS. 


e | MILLIGAN, 728 Chestnut Stree 


PHIL SDELPHIA.. 














s' Detitute for Mother's 


e onl: 
mite ) rfect, in aioe olere hy yy 
and aathing. A pre-di; 
pentics, ag Convalescents. 


ing Discases. 
ree. are 


- Boston, Mass, 


Requires no cooking. Ou 
on Feeding of infants, m 
OLIBER, GOODALE & C 


SMoenold 
Constable K Co, 


Window Draperies, Portieres, Panels, 
Wall Hangings and Decorations, 
Lace Curtains, Upholstery Goods, 


Furniture Coverings, 
PLUSH SCARFS, TABLE and PIANO COVERS, etc., 


FOR HOLIDAY PRESENTS. 
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Broadway A 1 94h st. 


Wew York. 
SAVED 50 CTS., LOST $100 


by refusing to buy 


Hill’s Protective Garment. 
The result was PNEUMONIA. 
Send stamp for circulars. 

338 Pearl St., N. Y. City. 


Print Your Own Cards! 


PRESS, Cireular size press, $8; Newspaper size, $44. 
ge am, j emyprte | structions. Send 3 stamps for 
. presses, type, cards, &c., to the factory 

KELSEY & CO,, Meriden, Conn. 





























Mama.—Bridget, where is nurse going? 

HousEMAID. —Yes, Ma’am. She’s be goin’ 
out to take the children for their walk, Ma’am. 

Mama.—But the children are not with her; 
she went down the street alone. Where are the 
children ? 

Hovusemaip.—-Yes, Ma’am. It’s locked up 
in the nursery they are, Ma’am. She always 
leaves them there. They do be makin’ her too 
nervous when crossin’ the sthreets, Ma’am,— 
Brooklyn Eagle. 


“SOMETHING you wanted, Madam?” 
queried, as she was going out of the store. 

“Why, I came in for a pair of shoes, and 
I’ve waited twenty minutes and no one has 
come near me; 1 ’ve got tired,” 

“ Wait just one minute,”’ he whispered: ‘I’ve 
spent twenty-five minutes with this lady with 
the big feet; but it won’t take five to fit your 
little two’s with something nice.” 

Although she wore fives, she smiled and sat 
down to wait.—Detroit Free Press. 


he 


Man.—I come to tell you about my gas- 
meter. - For the last three months— 

Gas OFFICE CLERK.— Yes, we know all about 
it. You’ve been out of town, and all the pipes 
have been: sealed, yet the meter registers 13,274 
feet. You’ll have to pay it all the same. 

Man.—You are mistaken, sir. I have burned 
gas all over the house, and the meter only reg- 
isters sixteen feet. I thought 1’d notify you of 
the discrepancy. 

Cierk.— I —I—why, sir — (falls dead.)— 
Champion Liar, in Unknown Exchange. 





**I always let a cold go as it comes’’—one says, which means 
that he overworks the system in getting rid of a cold rather than 
assist it by using Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup. Price 25 cents. 


Cc. WEIS, 


Macufacturer of Meerschaum 
Pipes, Smokers’ Articles, etc., whole- 
sale and retail. 399 Broadway, N. Y. 
Factories, 69 Walker Street, and Vienna, 
Austria. Sterling Silver-mounted Pipes and Bowls 
made up in newest designs. Catalogue free. Please mention Puck. 


BEYOND COMPARISON. 


Our Imported and Domestic Stock of 
KERSEYS, MELTONS, ASTRACHANS, etc., 
for 
MEDIUM and HEAVY WEIGHT OVERCOATS. 


Made up in the most fashionable style. 





First Prize Medal, Vienna, 















To order from $18. 
Endless Variety of 
CASSIMERES, WORSTEDS, HOMESPUNS, etce.,; 
for 


DRESS and BUSINESS SUITS. 


To order from $20. 
Trousers ‘ fs. 


Sgte and Self Measurement Rules mailed on 
application. 


145, 147, 149 Bowery, 


and 


771 Broadway, Corner Ninth Street. 


AHAGIC LANTERNS 





nb ode pae 





. itl 
Li “exiisivigns, 
ag te 





peor 
a eae Mfg. Optician, 49 Nassau StuNY, 


CONSUMPTION. 


I have a positive remedy for the above disease ; by its use ego 
of cases of the worst kind and long standing have been enred. 
80 strong is my faith in its efficacy that I will send TWO B 
FREE, together with a VALUA BLE TREATISE or: this disease to an 
sufferer. Give Ex. & P. O. address. DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pear! StN 


DESK 





Indeed. 





AND OFFICE FURNITURE 
MADE BY 61 
T. G. SELLEW, 111 Fulton Street, New York, 





sre | 








Fragrant. 











ano Beautiful Hands 








Produces 
Soft, White 





PFARS'’ SOAP—The Great English Complexion Soap—is sold throughout 
the United States and in all other parts of the world, and its praises 


are heard and echoed everywhere. 
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** Mama, did Daniel Webster build the dic- 
tionary ?”’ asked little Willie. 

“No, my child, it was Noah; why do you 
ask ?”” 

“Well,” hesitated Willie: “‘ my Sunday-school 
teacher don’t know nuffin’ !”’ 

“Why ?” 

“She said Noah built the ark.”— Peck’ s Sun. 


Miss ErHEL.—Impossible, Mr. De Suitor, im- 
possible! But I will always be your sister. 

Mr. De Surror.—I fear you will not long 
accord me even that comfort, Miss Ethel, 

“Oh, have no fear. I have just engaged my- 
self to your elder brother.”—Omaha World. 


Op Party.—lIf I had fifty cents and gave 
it to you to get changed in order to give you a 
| penny, what would be left ? 

Street ArAB.—An old man!—TZexas Sift- 
ings. 





THE LATEST NOVELTY. 


Handsome, Durable and Easily Adjusted (no 
Harness). Made to fit all Round, Square or Slop- 
ing Shoulders. The silk lacing avoids all straining 
on the shoulders or trousers. The most com- 
fortable suspenders ever introduced. Carpen- 
ter’s Automatic Lace Back-Brace, for sale by 
all first class dealers in Men’s Furnishing 
Goods. Patented in England, France, Canada 
and the United States. 


C. C. Carpenter, Patentee & Maker. 
557 & 559 Broadway, N. Y. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 














The Oldest and Best of All 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 
78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 








Pickincs FRoM Puck—'Third Crop— 25 Cents. 











WORTH KNOWING. 


That Allcock’s Porous Plasters are 
the highest result of medical science 
and skill, and in ingredients and meth- 
od have never been equalled. 

That they are the original and gen- 
uine porous plasters, upon whose repu- 
tation imitators trade. 

That Allcock’s Porous Plasters never 
fail to perform their remedial work 
quickly and effectually. 

That this fact is attested by thou- 
sands of voluntary and unimpeachable 
testimonials from grateful patients. 

That for Rheumatism, Weak Back, 
Sciatica, Lung Trouble, Kidney Dis- 
ease, Dyspepsia, Malaria, and all lo- 
cal pains, they are invaluable. 

That when you buy Allcock’s Porous 
Piasters you obtain the best plasters 
made. 
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One Agent (Merchant only) wante 





in every town for 






7126 
Demand unprecedented 


I CURE FITS! 


When Isay cure I do not mean merely to stop them for atime and 
then have them return again, I mean aradicatome, [have madethe 
disease of FITS, EPILEPSY or FALLING SICKNESS a life-long study. 
I warrant my remedy to cure the werstcas 8, Because others have 
failed ls no revson for not now receiving a cure, Send at once fora 
treatise and a Free Bottle of my infallible remedy, Give Express and 
Post Office. It costs you nothing fora trial, and I will cure you. 

ddress DR, H, G, ROOT, 183 Pour! St., New York, 


SILL & CO.,Chicago. 








34 
and a new and suo- 
EAFN ESS «= —_ CURE at your own 
ight Me whe Py we | 
ptt 8 no 
ote ak image yin th ree 
mont am noe ‘himae 7 Fail ‘ 
43 


pa - SBACR Nee speivabis, | New York City 


D. A. MAYER, | 


IMPORTER OF 


HUNGARIAN WINES, 


26 Broadway, New York. 


Large stock of fine 
Tableand Desert Wines 
Tokaji and Ruszti Berg 
Neszmé yi, Magyaradi, 
Somlyaiand Budai-Ries- 
ling, White Wines, Egri, 
Vil'anyi, Karlovici, Bu- 
dai and Adlerberger, 
Clarets, Tokaji, Ruszti 
and Ménesi Aszu, Hun- 
gari.n Sparkling Wines, 
Szilvalé, Térkély Min- 
eral Waters from the 
most Renowned Springs 
of Hungary. 

The attention of the medical faculty is drawn to the fact that 
my § ty, 

TOKAJI ASZU IMPERIAL, 
. received the highest award for purity and peerless quality at the 








PUCK. 


JIM. 


HE was jes’ a plain, every-day, all-round kind of a jour, 
Consumpted-lookin’—but la! 
The jokeyest, wittiest, story-tellin’, song-singin’, laughin’- 
est, jolliest 
Feller you cver saw! 
Worked at jes’ coarse work, but you kin bet he was fine 
enough in his talk, 
And his feeiin’s, too! 
Lordy! ef he was on’y back on his bench agin to-day, 
a-carryin’ on 
Like he ust to do! 


Any shop-mate ’Il tell you they never was on top o’ dirt 
A better feller ’n Jim! 

You want a favor, and could n’t git it anywhere selse— 
You could git it o’ him! 

Most free-heartedest man thataway in the world, I guess! 
Give up ever’ nickel he’s worth— 

And, ef you ’d a-wanted it, and named it to him, and it 

was his, 

He ’d a give you the earth! 


Allus a reachin’ out, Jim was, and a-helpin’ some 
Poor feller onto his feet— 
He 'd a-never a-keered how hungry he was hisse’f, 
So’s the feller got somepin’ to eat! 
Did n’t make no difference at all to him how he was 
dressed, 
He ust to say to me— 
“You tog up a tramp putty comfortable in winter time, 
An’ he’ll git along,” says he. 


Jim did n’t have, ner never could git ahead, so overly 
much 
O’ this world’s goods at a time— 
’Fore now I’ve saw him, more ’n onc’t, lend a dollar-an’- 
half to 
Turn round an’ borry a dime! 
Mebby laugh and joke about it hisse’f for awhile—then 
jerk his coat, 
And kindo’ square his chin, 
Tie on his apern, and squat hisse f on his old shoe-bench, 
An’ go to peggin’ agin! 


Patientest feller, too, I reckon, ’at ever jes’ naturely 
Consigned hisse’f to death! 

Long enough after his voice was lost he’d Jaugh and say 
He could git ever’thing but his breath; 

‘You fellers,” he ’d sorto’ twinkle his eyes and say, 
‘¢Ts a-pilin’ onto me 

A mighty big debt fer that air little weak-chested ghose 

o’ mine to pack 

Through all eternity!” 


Now, there was a man ’at jes’ peared like to me, 
At ortn’t a-never died! 

‘*But death hain’t a-showin’ no favors,” the old boss said: 
*¢On'y to Jim!” and cried; 

And Wigger, ’at puts up the best sewed work in the shop, 
Er the whole blame neighborhood, 

He says: ‘* When God made Jim, | bet you 
He did n’t do anything else that day 

But jes’ set around and feel good!” 





Senda one, , two, th three or five » dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 


Fames Whitcomb Riley, in Indianapolis Fournal. 
Candies in the World, put up m hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure, Suitable 


GI A NDY for presents. Try itonce. 


© FaMadicon bt. Ghicage.” 


‘PROSPECT BREWERY, 


Cor, Eleventh and Oxford Streets, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
I'ne highly Celebrated 
BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is pevtioniasly adapted to Export in Barrels as 
well as in Bottles. Its keeping qualities are unsurpassed. We 
also recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Malt in 

















Centennial Exhibitiom, 121 existence. 7°9 
BLOOM OF YOU OF YOUTH ~ WHITE me SOAP 
Every The new and exquisite Toilet Soap 
handsome. which for perfect Purity and Perman- 
to ency of Delicate fragrance is unequalled. 
an ae either oo Nursery use. No 
—— ted and 
Skin other abeaately par everenter into its manu- 
no time in ence this Soap is perfectly 
and i reliable for use in the Ne Nursery and un- 
It will SE rivalled hs ang Toilet use. 
Oe eernnaenth pemety b+ <5 Larmp’s Warre Liao Tore Soap is 
has been call ES i” y 2 Ke RY» refreshing and soothing to the skin, leay- 
Sin Poaed of Beals ot a N ‘ ing it beautifully clear soft and smooth. 
material injurious to thehealth or akin, LOBE N gay "xcs, Sc. perCake, Box SCakes Se, = 12: 


se 


Deget 90 Ronday Bt, B. Ye Geld by, 


Sent by Mail upon Receipt of Price. 


and Fancy Geods 
eryaatts ant Fancy 














PEARLS saz MOUTH. 





BEAUTY AND FRAGRANCE 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy and 
the breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is re- 
garded as an indispensable adjunct of the toilet. It 
thoroughly removes tartar from the teeth without injuring 


the enamel. 








BITTERS. 


excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whi Rwy cures Dyopepel in, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, and all 
disorders of the Digestive ns. A few drops imparts delicious flavor 
e, and to all summer drinks. Try it, 
beware of counterfeits, Ark your grocer or «ira eebist ON for _ genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGER 


3. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
~ $1 BROADWAY. NX, ¥. 


~ AGENTS WANTED 


in every post-office in the U. S. to canvass for Magazines, News- 
pa 4 ned and Novelties, 
iberal cash commissions paid. 
Send for catalogne and price-list of 2,000 American and Foreign 
periodicals. Mailed free to any address. 


NEW ENGLAND SUBSCRIPTION AGENCY, 
MERIDEN, CONN. 


RH 


YOU CAN SECURE A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN VIENNA CITY GOVERNM’T BOND, 
ISSUE OF 1874. 


Those bonds are shares in a loan, the interest of which is paid outin 
premiums three times yearly. Every bond is entitled to 


FOUR DRAWINGS ANNUALLY 


until each and every bond is redeemed, with a larger or smaller premium. 
Every bond Must DRAW one of the following premiums, as there are No 
BLANKS: 
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Witt 








Premiums, Florins. Florins. 
4 a 200,000 _ 800,000 

4 a 20,000 - 80,000 

4 a 5,000 - 20,000 

20 a 1,000 - 20,000 

48 a 250 _— 12,000 
5,120 a 140 —- 716,800 


Together 5,200 PREMIUMS, amounting to 1,048,800 FLORINS. The 


next redemption takes place on the 


THIRD OF JANUARY, 
and every bond bought of us on or before the 3d of January, is entitled to 
the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on that date. 

Out-of-town orders sent in KEGISTERED LkTTERS and inclosing $5 will se- 
cure one of these bonds for the next drawing. Balance payable in 
monthly instalments. 

For orders, circulars or any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


160 Fulton Street, cor. Broadway, New York City. 
‘ ESTABLISHED IN 1874. 
S@ The above Government bonds are not to be compared wii 


ith an 
whatsoever, as decided by the Court of Appeals, and do not Pate 
any of the laws of the U. & 


"". B.—In writing please state that you saw this i: the English Pucs. 














[egror. PBjoremus ON 


Tomer Soaps: 


“ You have demonstrated that a fer-fect/y pure 
soap may be made. I, therefore, cordially com- 
mend to ladies and to the ona = general 
the employment of your pure ‘ La Belle" toilet 
soap over any adulterated article.” 





Is made from the choicest quality 
of stock, and contains a LARGE 
PERCENTAGE of GLYCERINE; 
therefore it is specially adapted for 
Toilet, Bath and Infants. 
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WALTHAM 
‘WATCHES. 


Richest Assortment of Diamonds, GREAT 






LOWEST AND ONE PRICE ONLY. 


STEMWINDERS ONLY. 


LADIES. 
14 k. Open Face, Engraved.... .... cescscovcces $22 
‘« Hunting, WT pacnbghibas .obsvenae $26.60 upward. 
oe ere $25 = 


“ “ 


with Brilliants, Rubies, Sapphires, 
Decorations, as: Anchor, Clover, Crescent, Pou- 
quet, butterfly, Horseshoe, Rosette, Star, Sheil $43 to $73 





18 k. Hunting, all kinds.. -$35 upward. 
10k. “ Se oe -$22 to $30. 
Silver ‘“ a -.+-$14 to $16. 
14k. “ Filled Patent Case ...........-0.- $18, $19, $20. 


14 k. Hunting, Large or Small 
18 k. Ad oe “ 


satans ndke>-ceeunill 
10k. “ PN dcdnn hetes 0660s. badese ter $28 se 
10 k. ee Large and Heavy........ .....+. $32 es 
Silver ‘‘ ys asd phages sheene 10 ee 
jutiesnirel $17 only. 


14 k. Open Face, Filled Patent Case ... 
All Watches Warranted ‘Iwo Years. 
DIRECT IMPORTATION OF DIAMONDS. 
Perrecr Stones Usep Fox: 
14 k. Rings, Solitaire, the best assortment in N. Y. $6 to $55 


14 & 18 k. Rings, all Kinds. ......................$06 to $436. 
14 k. Marrings, SOUtRO.cc. 1. 2.. cocccsccceces $18 to $1,450. 
od ‘s | | ae Kobe Sake caestl $8 to ‘ 
Lace-Pins, Bands........ + hsatie -ontdinnsos aues <ul $12 to $469. 
Lockets and Charms, Scarf-Pins .........-.....- $5 to $4. 
Collar-Buttons ......+0+++ bese. dechesweetinaen $3 50 to $25. 
Studs and Sleeve-Buttons ........ccccescesecees: $15 to $430. 


All Goods Warranted as Represented. 
For orders from out of town ten per cent. is required and bz-1- 
ance by C.O. D. EstTasiisHep 1863. 


F. SCHNEIDER, 
68 Bowery, Near Canal St. and Elevated Station. 
N. B.—Please cut out the only Price List for 1886, 





ae 
7 NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. : 


During the next 30 days special low rates : 
: will be granted ona trial advertisement for : 
: Tue Pansy, BasyLanp, Our Littie MEN : 
: AND Women, three of the best advertising : 














. Mediums in existence. Address : 89 
: C.S. LgBARON, Adv’g Dept. D. Loth- : 
: rop & Co., cor. Franklin and Hawley Sts., : 
: Boston, Mass. H 
* OOF cece Cees eset eeeee ehecencedosnsesessene tt 
wit COLLAR 
AND OUFFS 
TRADE MARK, 
MONARCH SHIRTS | ,,, 
SOLD BY LEADING DEALERS: 








PUCK. 


OMAHAHAS. 





OmaHA Beauty.—Mr. De Blank, Arthur, 
Cousin Nell says you have engaged yourself .to 
her. 

Mr. De Bianx.—I have. 

“Have you forgotten, sir, that it is only two 
years since you proposed to me?” 

“IT have not,” 

“And yet you now engage yourself to an- 
other!” 

“You refused me,” 

“ Certainly; but I think you might have shown 
some little respect for my memory.” 

UncLe Sam.—Have you tried the new cruiser 
Atlanta, yet? 

NAVAL SECRETARY.— Yes. 

“Had n’t you better re-name her “ Terror of 
the Sea,” or something like that? A//anta is 
rather too peaceful a name, seems to me.” 

“ Perhaps so. ‘Those aboard her were in ter- 
ror of the seas.” 

‘ec Hey ?” 

“She broke down six times.” 

“My stars! What are you going to do 
about it ?” 

“Well, I was thinking that in case of war we 
might let the enemy capture her and drown 
themselves.””— Omaha World. 





A Deep Mystery. 
Wherever you are located, you should write to Hallett 


& Co., Portland, Maine, and receive free, full informa- 
tion about work that you can do and live at home, making there- 
by from $5 to $25 and upward daily. Some have made over $50 
inaday, Allis new. Hallett & Co. willstart you. ‘Capital not 
needed, Ejithersex. Allages. No class of working people have 
ever made money so fast heretofore. Comfortable fortunes await 
every worker. All this seems a deep mystery to you, reader, 
but send along your address and it will be cleared up and proved. 
Better not delay; now is the time. 720 


No Christmas or New Year’s Table should be with- 
out a bottle of A: stura Bitters, the world-renowned ap- 
petizer of exquisite flavor. Ask for the genuine article, manufac 
tured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


DEN MUSEE. 55 Wet 234 Street. 


Munsci Lajos and Prince 
Paul Esterhazy’s Orchestra. Daily two Grand Con- 
certs. Admission, 50 cents; Sundays, 25 cents. 
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HUMILIATING 
ERUPTIONS 


ITCHING 
AND 


BURNING 
TORTURES 


AND Every Species OF ITCHING, pouty, ay Inherited, Scr6- 

fulous and Contagious Diseases of the Blood, Skin and Scalp, with 

Loss of Hair, from infancy to old age, are positively cured by the 
SUTICUR EMEDIES. 

were 7 the new blood purifier, cleanses the blood 

and perspiration of impurities and poisonuus elements, and re- 

moves the cause. , 

Curicura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Sores, and restores 
the Hair, REFS , 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier, is indispensable in 
treating Skin Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped 
and Oily Skin. 

Sold everywhere, Price, Curicura, soc.; Resorvent, $1; 
Soap, 25¢. Prepared. by the Porrer Drvc AnD CHEemicaAL Co., 
Boston, Mass. : va 

BaSend for “ How to Cure Skin Diseases. 


IB. es 


The best Holiday Present is the Herophon, 


Or Boudoir Organ, playing 
over 1,000 Pieces. It is the 
latest novelty in Automatic 
Musical Instruments, and te 
constructed on principles 
ee opposite to other au- 
tomatic organs. The tone 
of the Herophon js not only 
sweet and powerfn); bui the 
music is so well set that it is 
perfectly adapted for dance 
music, which no other auto 
matic organ can claim. 

fine selection of Music from 














RuEvuMATIC, Neuralgic, Sciatic, Sudden, Sharp and Nerv 
ous Pains, instantly relieved by the Curicura Anti-Palip 
Plaster. 25c¢. 





Operas, Operettes, Son 
and Dances alwayson Hand 


Martienssen Bros., 
57 Mamen Lanz, 
NEW YORK, 


Sole Agents for the United 
States and Canada 








PATENTED IN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA. 


Send for price-list. 
61 


BARNEY& BERRY 


SPRINGFIELD MASS 
ATAL t FRE 


| — 
| 
| 








HOLIDAYS, FOR THE REASON THAT THERE 


FOUND IN THE CITY. 


GOLD STEM-WIND WATCHES, 
From $15 to $100. 
GOLD CHAINS, 
From $5 to $50. 
| SILVER & NICKEL WATCHES 
¥or the Little Folks, 


From $5 to $15. 
CHAINS TO MATCH, $1.50. 


LACE-PINS, 
SCARF-PINS, 








EARRINGS 
EAR-STUDS, : 


CUFF-BUTTONS, ETC., ° 
From $2 upward. 


The Same Articles, with DIA- 
MONDS, From $5 upward. 


363 CANAL ST, 





Ci » 





ESTABLISHED 1838. 





ABOUT CHRISTMAS PRESENTS! 


AN ARTICLE OF JEWELRY IS THE MOST APPROPRIATE GIFT FOR THE COMING 


ARE SO MANY SMALL, PRETTY, INEXPEN- 


SIVE ARTICLES THAT CAN BE WORN BY NEARLY EVERY PERSON; IN NO OTHER LINE 
IS THE SELECTION SO GREAT. IN ORDER TO ACCOMMODATE OUR NUMEROUS FRIENDS 
OF MODERATE MEANS, WHO WANT SOMETHING GOOD AND PRETTY, AND AT THE SAME 
TIME NOT TOO COSTLY, WE HAVE PREPARED ONE OF THE BEST ASSORTMENTS TO BE 
WE QUOTE A FEW PRICES ONLY: 


An Elegant Display of 
RHINE-STONE EARRINGS, 
LACE-PINS, 
COLLAR-BUTTONS, 
and 
SCARF-PINS, 
ALL SOLID GOLD, 
From $1 to $10. 


One Dozen 
STERLING SILVER 
COFFEE SPOONS, 
in e Handsome Plush Case, 
Only $10. 


OPERA-GLASSES, 
SPECTACLES, 
ETC., ETC. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


GOLDSMITHS AND JEWELERS, 


NEW YORK. 


“ 
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WIND. 





=~ THE LATEST 
ADVERTISING 
NOVELTY. 


me For attracting at- 
ps ees Sawa 


~ palnfod any ean 


hea 6 months with- 
out any attention. 


mF oa os = 
’ on 


THE EMPIRE CITY 
ELECTRIC CO. 
779 Broadway, N.Y. 


WANTE® 
EVERY 


103 








| — (JOSEPH CILLOTTS 
| STEEL PENS 


Soro By ALL DEALERS Torousnour Tae WORLD 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPOSITION-1878. 











PERLE D’OR 


CHAMPAGNE. 


DRY AND EXTRA DRY. 


178 DuANE STREET, NEW York, 





HAIR BALSAM 


aa we Fe the popular favorite for dressing 
ra hair, Resto’ 






















? _ o 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oil has been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
cal, costing lese than one cent a 
cup. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, and 
admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 
~ Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


W. BAKER fC, Doreester, Mas 
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SENT ON TRIAL. 
DR. LOOMIS’S 


LATEST IMPROVED 


For Colds, 
and Nervous Diseases, it acts with 


Magical Influence. 
Send for Catalogue of Testimonials. 





Pateut applica eins’ FREE UNTIL CONVINCED. 
Dr. LOOMIS, formerly of No. 88 Fifth Avenue, N. Y., has 

moved to No. 54 W. 23rd Street, opposite Eden Musée. We 

sire representatives in unoccupied territory. Adress 





“VAPOR BATTERY.” 


The Wonder of the Nineteenth Century. 


Headache, Neuralgia, Insomnia 


CALL AND RECEIVE TREATMENT | 


re- 
de- 


75% 


VAPOR BATTERY COMPANY, 54 W. 23d St., N. Y. 





hic nes, Card-Games, Fortune Tellers, Dream 
Debates, Letter Writers, Etiquette, etc. 
vs DICK & FITZGERALD, 18 Ann Street, New 


for free Catgioges of Books of Amusements, Speakers, 
Books, 


York. 





MONTE CRISTO RYE. 


A pure, wholesome ey. 
Per case of 12 bottles, 2 2-5 g «Ils., 
| pee $2.50, $3, 


to $15. Pac ced in 
direct to CHILDS & OO., Sole Agents and Proprietors, 


and 545 10th Ave., New York City. 


at 26, $8, £10, $12 and $15; 





Sent C. O. D. to any address. 


per 


$4, $s and $6. A case of assorted liquors from 
lain or branded cases, as ordered. Send 
543 
98 





PUCK. 


“Younc man,” said the editor of the Zoz 
Creek Stereopticon: “you can draw your pay 
and evacuate the ranch. I’ve no use for you.”’ 

‘“Why, what’s the matter now?” gasped the 
new local. 

“That account of the Beaseley-Oppendorf 
wedding.” 

“ Why, I thought I did myself proud on that. 
The two families have ordered more’n a hun- 
dred extra papers.” 

“Well, it won’t do. You headed it ‘The 
Beaseley-Oppendorf Wedding,’ instead of ‘ Wed- 
ding Bells,’ ” 

Bells! why there ain’t a bell in the county 
except when a steamboat comes along, and the 
river isn’t open now.”’ 

“Makes no difference. ‘Wedding Bells’ 
the head for marriage notices; it was there on 
the standing-galley, and this office does n’t al- 
low any dead capital lying around. Next thing 
I know you ’ll be saying that some citizen went 
to Chicago, instead of ‘departed for the East.’ 
You can go.”— Brooklyn Eagle. 





wy TATISTICS SHOW THAT MORE PEOPLE die o° 


consumption than from any other cause, Slight colds are 
the true seeds of consumption. Beware of the slightest cough. 
Adamson’s Botanic Balsam stands without a peer. Trial size 
only ro cents. Kinsman’s Pharmacy, cor as5th St, and 4th Ave, 


STEINWAY 


The Standard Pianos of the World! 


The Largest Establishment in Existence. 
Warerooms: Steinway Hall, New York, + 


FOR A 2 CENT STAMP. 











We will send a trial sample of Williams Barbers’ Bar Soap. 
A sure cure for Chapped Hands. 
Though’a “ Shaving Soap,”’ it is unequalled for the Toilet. For 
sale by all druggists. 
THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Glastonbury, Conn. 
Manu arate” ved 50 years of “* GENUINE YANKEE” and 
other cele Virared Shaving Soaps. 


MORE 





DYKE’S BEARD D ELIXIR 
Forves hear vy M 
Id head in 3 ino to » 
Brome -\ 
fe work. Ae il pre or for! 


* PALATINE. | ite. 


iri “iro ¢ 





THE IMPROVED 


HICKO! CALCIUM 


BURNER. 


mon burners, and 
wil rg p+ ordinary lamp. Pris barsor | An. Seon, monet San improved during 


the past year, and we can on pl hemenenr it to be the best lamp burner in 
the world. It gives a lar, — nom than any other burner and equal to four 
student lamps. As 4 reading light it has no equal. Once used becomes in- 
dispensable. Price, Burner and Chimney, $1.25, 


HEKTOCRAPH M’F’C CO o0 
82 and 84 Church Street, and 10 East Fourteenth Street, N. Y.; 
Dearborn Street, Chicago; “66 Devonshire Street, Boston; 118 south ith ‘treet 
Philadelphia; 411 Nicollet Avenue, Minneapolis. 


The Centennial. 


This h'ghly favored country has celebrated its hun- 
dredth birthday. Under its favored privileges, its citizens 
have been happy; worshipping God according to the 
dictates of their own consciences; pursuing their avoca- 
tions unmolested; growing rich and prosperou:. Some 
have attained the most exalted positions from the small- 
est beginnings. This is particularly applicable to Dr. 
Tutt’s Liver Pills, Ten yeas ago they had but a local 
reputation, but in this time, aided by scientific research, 
they have attained such a celebrity that there is nota 
country on the globe where they are not used. Wherever 
Torpid Liver, Dyspepsia, Costiveness, Sick Headache 
and Malaria prevail, they are the recognized remedy. 


Tutt’s Liver Pills, 
IN USE 25 YEARS. 








‘SCOTT’S 
EMULSION 





~ OF PURE COD LIVER OL. 
And Hypophosphits of Lime & Soda 


Almost as Palatable as Milk. 
The only preparation of COD LIVER OIL that 
can be taken readily and tolerated for a long time 


by delicate stomachs. 
AND AS A REMEDY FOR CONS UNE 


SC Us A UTIONS, ANAEMIA 
ND THROAT 


ERA 4 
— is marve! n its results. 
d endo: y the best Phy 
in the ooumiaies of the world. 
FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 
DENTAL OFFICE OF 


Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. th and 7th Aves., N. ¥. 














: ‘Acdsee Favorite | 














Announcement for 1887. 


LIPPINCOTT?’S MAGAZINE 
will contain a complete novel 
(not novelette) in every num- 
ber, besides usual miscellaneous 
matter. Novels by well-known 
authors, John Habberion, Julian 
Hawthorne, Mrs. Frances H. 
Burnett, Mrs. L. C. Lillie, M. G. 
Mc Clelland, and others.—Janu- 
ary number, “SINFIRE,’’ com- 
plete novel by Julian Hawthorne, 
and a satirical poem by Rose 
Elizabeth Cleveland. $3.00 per 
annum. Sample copy, 25 cts. 


J. B. Lippincott Company, 
Philadelphia. 
** Grant Book.’ 


“THE LEE BOOK,” (cvs iee." 


moirs of R. E, io. edited by his former military secre- 





1.3 





a —— tothe 


tary, Gen. A. L 
a private and personal nz {ture never before published. Agents ar: 
reporting great sales—one took 72 orders in one day. Large oc 
tavo volume, fully illustrated with steel plates, etc., containing rthe 
maps used by Lee in his campaigns, together w. th. a large map of 
the entire seat of war, froin Gettysburg to Appomattox. Over 700 
paces. Bound in cloth, price, $3.75. 
Agents wanted who can sell it, on application, to ev_ry pur 
chaser of the ‘ Grant Book,”” 


4 M. STODDART & COMPANY, Publishers, 


12 122 Duane Street, New York. 


|JEBSTER’S 


Unabridged Dictionary. 


A Dictionary 
118,000 Words, 3000 Engravings, 
Gazetteer of the World 
of 25,000 ‘Titles, anda 





erm Biographical Dictionary 
Schoo | and of nearly 10,000 Noted Persons, 
Fireside. Allin one Book. id 





| Cee Seen 





FREE TO F. A.M. Fine Colored Engraving of the 
Old Sun Tavern in Philadelphia in which the fi 
lodge in N. America was held. Also large/llustra' 
Catalogue of Mascnic books and goods with bottom 
prices, Also offer of cpEinen co. (@ Beware 


of spurious works. | RED 
and 731 Broadway,New York. 


Masonic Publish 126 








Willard’s Album, 2000 spaces, boards 25 conts. 
1000 best ass’t foreign stamps , 25 cents ; 2007 — 
WILLARD Bros., 1810 Van Pelt St. , Phila. 


STAMP 
COLLECTORS. 


EBrrs '@ 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


COCOA 








ong, and embracing much material of | 





PUCK. 


New Loca, Man. — Here is a local item 
about a man who got into a squabble last night 
and was knocked down, I see by looking over 
your files that he had a two-line advertisement 
in the paper six months ago. Shall I mention 
him by name, or simply say that last night an 
alleged unknown person is alleged to have got 
into an alleged unpleasantness with another al- 
leged unknown person, and it is alleged 

OmaHaA EpitTor.—See here, young man, you 
were not honest with me. 

“ How so ?”’ 

“You did not tell me you were brougnt up 
in Philadelphia.” 

“Dear me! How did you find it out?’’— 
Omaha World. ‘ 

HE must be a very “ offensive partisan,”’ in- 
deed, who does not admire the portrait of Mrs. 
Cleveland accompanying THe CuristMas Puck. 
It is a fac-simile reproduction of a water-color 
painted from life by Mr. Keppler. The other 
attractions of the number are strong enough to 
make several editions necessary to supply the 
demand.— Norristown Herald. 

SOME one says that if Shakspere had been 
born in Russia, he would not have asked: 
‘‘What’s ina name?” Perhaps not. And if 
he had been born in Russia, it would not have 
been possible to spell his name a dozen differ- 





, ent ways without getting it wrong once.—Vor- 
| ristown Herald. 


* HULLO, Mike, I hear yer on a strike.”’ 

“So lam. I struck for fewer hours,” 

“Did you succeed ?”’ 

“Indeed I did. I’m not working at all now,” 
—Philadelphia Call. 


Jakey.—Fader, dere’s a fly in der soup. 

Mr. Coun,—Vell, eat all but der fly before 
you show it to der waiter; den you can get 
some more.—Chicago Rambler. 


THE gentleman who is lecturing on “ How 
to Get Ahead,” is supposed to have been out 
with the boys on the night of the 3d of July 
last.— Worristown Herald. 


THE man who published a book entitled 
“The Art of Living a Hundred Years,” is dead 
at the age of thirty-eight —Vorristown Herald. 


FINE language—ten dollars and costs,—.S¢. 
Louis Whip. 


ALTHOUGH THE Third Crop of PICKINGS FROM PUCK 
is now out and floating serenely about this fun-loving 
land, we wish to call our readers’ attention to the fact 
that the Second and First Crops of this peerless panacea 
are not by any means out of existence, They are just 
as fresh and readable as ever, because they are perennial. 
The thing that makes a man laugh once will make him 
laugh twice. The thing that was funny last year is funny 
now, for a thing that’s funny is a laugh forever. There- 
fore lose no time in sending for a copy each of Crops 
One and Two, and be the merriest of mortals. For sale 
every where. Price, twenty-five ce:ts each. Mailed to 
any address on receipt of thirty cents, or all Three Crops 
to one address for seventy-five cents. 











35 & 37 BROAD ST. and 307 & 309 E. 54th ST., NEW YORK. 


PRICE LIST: 
AZSU or Fssence WINES. a Case Doz. 





ro TRB i eee oe eee rree $40.0 
TOKA YER AUSBRUCH “ SANITAS” 1800. 35. So 
45. 
Siti Cabinet. ‘$30. 00 | Tokay Masiae 18. $9 
Ruszti Azsu Hall Piss fase ed iy Quart 
Menesi Azsu....- 80} seal eee. 
WHITE WINES. Quart Bottles. 
Sere f Ruszti Bor......... 18.00 
Neszmelyi.... ..... 7.50 | Ruszti Bor Sup.... 25.00 
Somlyai............. .00 | Tokay Bor.......... 25.00 
Somly Superior. 12.00 Tokey Bor Sup. oe 00 
ANS queers. 00 | Visontai Muscatell. . 15.00 
Et uaiubey 18.00 | Szamorodni........ 18.00 
WINES. Bottles. 
vitz “Table Clarxt”. 6.50 | Budai Superior.... 16.00 
adda owas 7. judai ..--. 20.00 
sabeo kovonee Matrai, Hung, Port...... 16.00 
Superior... 12.00 Matrai, ung. Port . 20.00 
98 | eet s aap: OS 
Viner ponapoete: 18 | iee:.: 
ee Ser sas cts Pints $1.00 per Case more, 
AUSTRIAN Fst >= 
Vv mon pusiese es) be 6 ‘Quart Bottles 
Szilvale (Plum Bran : 
on Champagne, Q's 00, Pints ee 
1 
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Lactated Food 


The Physician’s Favorite 
FOR INFANTS AND INVALIDS. 
Leading Physicians of ali Schools and 
sections voluntarily testify to its superior 
merit as 
The Most NOURISHING, the Most PALATABLE, 
the Most ECONOMICAL, of all Prepared Focds 
150 MEALS for an Infant for $1.00. 


EASILY PREPARED. At Druggists—25c., 50c., $1.00. 


aa@A valuable pamphlet on “ The Nutrition of Infants and 
Invalics,”’ sent free on application. 616 


WELLS, RICHARDSON & Co., 


A. WEIDMANN. 


No. 306 Broadway, Corner Duane Street, New York. 
Importer and Manufacturer of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and 
other Material for Costumes, etc. *™ 


DR. VELPEAU’S CANKERINE. 


This celebrated article for the cure of burns, scalds, sore mouth 
and throat, toothache, piles, &c., can now be had at all druggists; 
ame, "CHARLES N, CRITTENTON, 11g Fulton St., “- ey 

ork. 


FREE ONE cory: 


“* Art of Money Getting.”” Agents wanted. 
Rn. L. WOLCOTT, 267 Adams St., Brooklyn, N. . : 


iL Instant relief. Final cure and never 

ge returns. Noindelicacy. Neither 

nn urge, salve or suppository. Liver, kidney 

andall bowel trou bles—especially constipation—cur- 

ed like magic. Sufferers will learn of asimple remedy 
free, by addressing, J. H. REEVES, 78 Nassau 8t., N. Y. 


THE BRUNSWICK-BALKE-COLLENDER 00., 


Burlington, Vt. 
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THE MOST 


Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World 
BAR, SALOON and OFFICE FIXTURES, 
BEER COOLERS, etc., etc. 


NEW AND ARTISTIC DESIGNS. 
READY FOR IMMEDIATE DELIVERY. 
OFFICE AND FACTORY: 

FOOT OF 8th STREET, EAST RIVER. 


SALESROOM: 
Broadway, Cor. 17th ‘t., Union Square, New York, 


LAUGH!! LAUGH! 
THINK OF IT!!! 


Five thousand, nine hundred and fifty-six square inches 
of solid unadulterated fun (three hundred Illustrations), 
for twenty-five cents. 

Seventeen thousand, eight hundred and sixty-eight 
square inches of the same article (nearly one thousand 
Illustrations), for seventy cents! 


;|Pickings from Puck, 


THIRD CROP. 


Freshly plucked from the flowery fields of Literature and 
Art that lie in the inexhaustible back. numbers of Puck. 

It is beautiful as the day and funnier than either of its 
predecessors, hitherto conceded to have reached the 
Acme of Humor. 

Its price is Twenty-five cents, of all news-dealers. 
Thirty cents by mail, to any part of any civilized country. 

First, Second and Third Crops hy mail to one address, 
Seventy cents, Remit per Pqae) Note or two-cent postage 
stamps. Address ey 


‘THE PUBI ISHERS OF PUCK, 
37 East Houston St., New York. 


LAUGH!! 





LAUGH!! 
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The above Ulustrations are from the 4 () I KOCH & C0 2oth Street & 6th Avenue, 
Celebrated Fashion Catalogue, Season 1886—1887, of swe ET Vay New York. 
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Supplemeit.—Portrait 
of 


Mrs. Grover Cleveland, 





drawn frem life 
by 
J. Keppler. 


























Illuminated Title-page_ - . - - by ¥ Keppler. 

The Old Pond - - - - - - R. A. Munkittrick. 
Illustrated by CG. ¥ Taylor. 

Fido Did It - - - - - Illustrations by C G. Bush. 4, 

The Luck of Zadick J. Winterbottom - - George A. Baker. 6, 
Illustrated by F. Offer. 

Trio - - - - - - . - S. Decatur Smith, Fr. 
Illustrated by G. E. Cx 

**Ohée, Mama!” - - - - - - Kittie A. 


IHustrated by C ¥. Ta, vr. 

Divers Observations by My Uncle - - - - - - =| - 
Illustrated by /. Offer. 

Why They Take Boarders’ - - . - 
Ilustrated by Louss Dalrymple. 

Some “ CHILDREN’’ OF THE PRESENT Day. Cartoon by F. Offer. 


- FAL Stearns. 


Fines - - - - - - - - . Manley H. Pike. 
Illustrated by C. ¥% Zaylor. 

Lariat Bill.—The Engineer’s Story - - - - G. W. £7. 
Illustrated by C. ¥ TZaylor. 

A Man Who Has No Music In His Soul - - - A. D. Noyes. 
Illustrated by C ¥. Zaylor. 

Random Revelations = - - - - - - - ©. Stetson. 
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Eben old pond is not a great 
way from here. It stands 
back in the woods, and is frozen so 
hard and so thick that it seems as 
though it were never going to melt again. 
The mill that stands beside it looks older 
than the pond. The old wheel is motion- 
less and still, and the crow perched on top of it 
wears the expression of happiness that only gilds 
the countenance of one thoroughly satisfied with 
himself and all his surroundings. The miller is either 
asleep or dead, for his face does n’t show in the doorway, 
surmounted by a white hat. 
The pond is fringed with rose-bushes and hawthorns. 

f In the summer when the roses bloomed, we couldn’t 

reach them, because they hung over the water. Now 
we can walk on the ice where the roses bloomed; but there are no 
roses to pluck. We would probably like to pluck some, because there 
are none to pluck and we are human. We pay fifty cents a-piece for 
peaches in the dead of winter, and twenty-five cents a-piece for roses; 
but in summer, when they can be had at the rate of ten for a cent, we 
scarcely ever think of purchasing them. We yearn for the delights of 
summer in winter just as we do for the pleasures of winter in summer. 
Ah, how much would we give for a sleigh-ride in July! We would give 
just as much. for a sleigh-ride in July as we would for a good boiling 
hour in the surf in January. 

But this has nothing to do with the pond, so we will again take to 
the water, or, rather, the ice. It is black and clear, and just the thing 
for sharp skaies, and the boy who is the happy possessor of a pair of 
“rockers” can glide along like a thing of grace, if he doesn’t lose his 
balance, and come in contact with the shining surface hard enough to 
delineate upon it those peculiar things known as “ spiders.” 

We can see him move along beforethe wind, with his overcoat held 
out on each side like a sail. And then we can see him puffing back 
against the wind that blows so hard that he fairly prances to gain against 
it. And when he gets back to the other end of the pond, his cheeks 
are as red as apples, because he can not go against the wind like a yacht. 

And then we don’t sympathize with the farmer whose rails are be- 
ing burned to keep the boys warm. They huddle around the fire until 
their faces glow like so many toy balloons. ‘They all have nice fires at 
home; but they won’t remain in the house to enjoy them. They want 
to be out where it is cold, and they go out where it is the coldest, and 
then build a fire to keep the chill off. 
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There is a poetic desolation about the old 
pond. ‘The trees stand gray and silent, re- 
flected in the polished black ice, which is dark 
enough to be water. Occasionally the silent 
charm is broken by a stray rabbit ambling over 
the dry, brittle leaves, the shrill, lonely halloo 
of the screech-owl, or the caw of the pirate 
crow above the dry, brown field. Now and 
then a snow-flake twists and eddies about in 
the air, and tells of a snow-storm near, The 
sheep are all huddled together like so many 
gossips, except that they are silent, and the 
turkeys are bunched on the topmost limbs of 
the walnut trees at the gate. ‘The silent charm 
of the close of a gray day settles softly on hill 
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The lone monotone of drab is only relieved by 
the green of the cedar, and the shriek of the 
small boy as the pond suddenly slips from un- 
der him. 

The haws shine on the branches like so 
many rubies or drops of claret. In appearance, the hawthorn that 
fringes the pond is a rum-shrub. But the haws do not taste as sweet 
to-day as they did twenty years ago. It was then that we used to skate 
up close to the wood where they grew, and where they grow to-day, and 
eat the red berries, seeds and all, and then walk up in the turnip-fields 
with our skates on, to gather the few apples, perhaps half-a-dozen, that 
still clung to the limbs, in order that we might not have to go home for 
dinner. If you have ever tried to throwa stone with your skates on, 
you will remember how hard it was to balance or get a footing, and 
know how many stones you had to throw before you got an apple, and 
how hard it was to pick up the stones when they were frozen into the 
ground. 

And then we used to play shinney, and that alone is enough to keep 
the pond fresh, even if it were salt, in our memory. The peculiar sound 
of the wooden ball skipping across the ice is something in the way of 
music that the schoolboy does not forget. There will never again be as 
happy a day for any of us, as any Saturday we spent on the old pond 
in the woods. Even the dog, who spent most of his time under the 
stove, would go along, knowing he could not be thrown in as he was 
during the summer. And then the fun of putting on girls’ skates, while 
our fingers were so numb that we could n’t have picked up a five-dollar 
gold piece with them, and our knuckles as purple as an egg-plant. 

And the fun of cleaning off the snow after a heavy storm! ‘There 
was twice as much fun in that as in cleaning the snow off the walk in 
front of the house. It was more fun than popping corn before the old- : 
fashioned fire-place, or eating frozen apples. And we feel old as we see 
the boys of to-day “grinding the bark,” “spreading the eagle,’’ doing 
the “ grape-vine” and other difficult feats, just the way we did twenty 
years ago in our red skates, with pieces of wood thrust under the straps 


to keep them on tight, on the old pond in the woods. 
R. K. MUNKIT?RICK. 














THE CHRISTMAS PUCK. 


FIDO DID _ IT. 






, 4 Py 
> ‘Ey. » 
Pye . Ke A 
. by/ PPOs ae! / 
Ahh Uting 7 “ j 


Oh, / 
ye Ge 


Wat 4 ‘ My 
4 ul f 
M4 . 
Nahe ow / 
"PK. 









m) 

4% Yo" 
/ ] “ 
4% iY % 


y% 





** And in reply, Melinda, you will say ” “ Ai-o-u-g-h !”” 
“*What’s the matter? Where?” 
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** There !”? “Oh! I shall die!” 
**No, you won’t! Keep quiet, I'll fix him!”’ 
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“*Hi! what’s yer name, Rats? Sic em! Fetch ’em out!” 





IT. (Concluded.) 
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‘Well, if | ever! It’s nothing but that spool of black 


sewing silk I lost yesterday !”’ 
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F ALL wretched lots, that of the successful inventor 





74 is notoriously the most undesirable. Let us then 
1% rejoice that Zadick J. Winterbottom, Esq., of South 
aS Egremont, Berkshire Co., Mass., has escaped that 


fate. The sleighing in Berkshire County has been 
excellent, and Mr, Winterbottom, with his steady company, Miss Almira 
V. Doolittle, a most respected young lady, indulged therein to a con- 
siderable extent. 

Now, every one knows that this otherwise delightful sport is marred 
by two serious drawbacks. We refer to the well-known facts that the 
ordinary sleigh of commerce is not provided with fire-places, and that 
normal man has but two arms, 

Mr. Winterbottom felt these defects keenly. 

He had been frost-bitten in early youth, and his horse was hard- 
mouthed. He is, or rather let us say, until further advised, was a gen- 
tleman of ingenuity. He sat up all night and thought. Next day he 
immured himself in the barn for many hours, and when he emerged a 
glow of triumph irradiated his countenance. 

That night, as usual, there was to be a sleighing-party. Mr. Orrin 
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At this moment their attention was diverted by Mr. Winterbottom’s 
horse passing them at an extremely rapid rate. ‘This was not surprising, 
for that animal was much faster than theirs, It was, nevertheless, strange 
that Mr. Winterbottom should have left behind both his sleigh and the 
lady under his protection, and they certainly wondered why he should 
prefer to lie on his back and drive with his feet. They finally concluded 
that Miss Doolittle would certainly think it strange if they did not re- 
turn to keep her company during Mr. Winterbottom’s absence, which 
might possibly be prolonged. 

Acting on this conviction, their attention was soon attracted by a 
pile of débris in the road, and two unfamiliar objects of a striped 
nature protruding from the crest of a neighboring snow-bank, and kick- 
ing violently at the moon-lit sky. 

After a little studious contemplation, Miss Pettibone blushingly 
ejaculated “ My!’ leaped from the sleigh, and peremptorily ordering 
Mr. Greenville to turn his back and remain where he was, hastened to- 
ward the mysterious apparitions. 

Her womanly instinct had not deceived her—in an instant she had 


withdrawn Miss Doolittle from the snow. That lady at once went into 
violent hysterics, 





B. Greenville was 
to escort Azs steady 
company, Miss Sa- 
mantha K. Petti- 
bone, while Mr. Z. 
Winterbottom was 
to drive Miss Doo- 
little. It was un- 
derstood that the 
latter pair should 
have the rear of 
the parade in go- 
ing, while the for- 
mer were to be ac- 
corded that more 
desirable post on 
the return journey. ‘ 

They started fae: 
merrily, lighted on 
their way by the friend- 
ly moon, and for a time 
all went well. At a turn in the road, the 
occupants of the leading sleigh chanced to glance back, and 
could not but observe that Mr. Winterbottom had dropped his reins, 
and was, apparently, paying no attention whatever to his driving. Both 
his arms were about—in short, were otherwise engaged. Miss Petti- 
bone sighed, and remarked: 

“ How knightly Mr. Winterbottom is! Happy Almira!” 

Now, this was really unjust, as Mr. Greenville had, all the way, 
driven exclusively with his right hand. He was, naturally, offended, 
and so far forgot himself as to cross the “ Kissing Bridge’? over the 
Housatonic without paying Miss Pettibone the delicate compliments 
which ordinary politeness required. 

A quarrel impended, when a tremendous explosion rent the air 
behind them. A look of yearning stole over Miss Pettibone’s classic 
features. It was evident that Mr. Winterbottom had saluted Aés lady. 
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and, Mr. Green- 
ville being now 
permitted to ap- 
proach, demanded 
to be led to her 
mother. 

It being repre- 
sented to her that 
common courtesy 
required that they 
should wait a rea- 
sonable time for 
the return of Mr, 
Winterbottom, she 
expressed a bitter 
scorn and _ con- 
tempt for that gen- 
tleman, and de- 
sired to be inform- 
ed how they would 
like being scalded 
half to death, 

As there were no marks of 

scalding visible on her face 

or hands, and as she presum- 

ably had large quantities of snow concealed about the remainder of 

her person, this speech was regarded as evidence of mental aberration, 
and, seriously alarmed, they took her home without delay. 

Miss Pettibone and Mr. Greenville very naturally mentioned the 
strange phenomena they had witnessed to one or two intimate friends 
in strict confidence. By noon of the next day the whole community 
was in a state of the wildest excitement. Mr. Winterbottom was not to 
be found at his residence, nor his usual place of business. Miss Doolit- 
tle was confined to her room. No particulars could be learned. 

At last the following facts leaked out: Miss Doolittle, with much 
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SHE— 





“T think I’ll give him some small thing— 
But, probably, he’d only smile— 
Still, if I gave this tiny ring 
His thanks might something further bring. 

No! that ’s too bold. 
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HE— 
‘‘Good Heavens! what a fool I’ve been! 
To sit there all the evening through, 
Say ‘yes’—‘exactly so’—and grin; 
And all the while my heart within 
Was beating hard enough for two. 


* Now if I only had the cheek 

To tell her in straightforward style 
What makes me so absurdly weak 
When I’m with her—but I can’¢ speak— 


Just yet, at least. Ill wait awhile.” 


* 
% * 
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HAT must he think?”’ she whispers low, 
Her cheeks with tender blush aflame— 
“ How could I thus my feelings show ? 
My eyes betrayed my heart, I know. 
Ah! would that his would do the same! 
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/ stand apart and watch them both, 


To find amusement nothing loath; 
And, while I watch, I wonder whether 
These fools will ever come together 

S. DEcaTuR SmiTP, JR. 





natural hesitation, had confided them to her mother. She stated that 
upon entering Mr. Winterbottom’s sleigh on the evening in question, 
her attention was called to an unusual warmth in the neighborhood of 
' her feet. She had commented upon this, and Mr. Winterbottom, whom, 
a we regret to say, she designated throughout her narrative as “the fool,”’ 
had replied only with “one of his grins.”” Subsequently “ the fool”? had 
dropped his reins, and, both arms being free, had entertained her most 
agreeably. The horse meanwhile seeming to be under perfect control, 
and the heat having increased to an almost uncomfortable degree, she 
had sought an explanation. “The fool” had then told her that he had 
made a discovery which would revolutionize the art of sleigh-building, 
and reward him with world-wide fame and a princely fortune. 
He showed her how he had removed the floor of his cutter, and 
replaced it with a stout wooden grating. Beneath this 
was fastened a flat tin box, perfectly air-tight, 
some six inches in depth, and of an area 


» equal to that of the grating. This he had 
half-filled with water, and then soldered up. 
The water was kept warm by four kerosene lamps, obtained 
from as many stable-lanterns, firmly fixed in a still lower com- 
“i partment, with a solid floor and perforated tin sides. 
j This accounted for the warmth, : 
He had next called her - __ BESS | ee 


attention to a piece of stout _ 
hickory, like a short whiffle- 

tree, playing freely on a central pivot, set into the grating immediately 
before his feet. In each end of this was a strong hook. “The fool” 


had slipped the hand-grips of his lines over these hooks, and, wrapping 
the loose ends of the reins about his ankles, was able to guide his horse 









with ease and precision without using his arms, which were entirely free 
to—to meet any emergency that might arise. 

She had much admired these ingenious contrivances, and they were 
congratulating each other upon their complete practical success, when 
suddenly a loud noise was heard, and she was raised, with painful force, 
a considerable distance into the air, in the midst of a cloud of steam, 
buffalo-robes, and miscellaneous tin and wooden-ware, ‘‘ The fool” had 
deserted her most basely. She distinctly saw him flee down the road, 
feet first, preceded by his horse. She was convinced that he had not 
gone in search of assistance. She next found herself standing on her 
head in a snow-bank, 

Up to this moment she had retained her presence of mind. Then 
a sense of her frightful position overcame her, and she fainted. She 

disclaimed ali responsibility for the signals which 
had brought Miss Pettibone to her relief. 
This statement, and a careful examination 
= of the wreck, made everything clear. It was 
evident that Mr. Winterbottom knew little of 


bp 
=. sg the tremendous expansive force of steam, 

WE “a t ; and had neglected to provide his apparatus 
‘ff yy with anything in the nature of a safety-valve, 

. y j* ~~ Of Mr. Winterbottom’s fate nothing is as 
ss yet known. Probably nothing will be until 


the smiles of spring have melted the Berkshire 
snow-drifts, But, in any event, let his weeping friends 
rejoice, amid their tears, that he has escaped the fate he rashly invited, 
and will never have to bear the poverty, scorn, and unmerited obloquy 


always earned by the successful inventor. 
GEoRGE A. BAKER, 
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“OHE, MAMA!” 









pee HE clear voice rings through the darkening f. IVERS 
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“Oné, Mama! Ohé, Mama!” 
Tt, iG 






er And echoes again in the garden’s gloom— BY 
ae “QOhé, Mama! Ohé, Mama!” 
===" Sf And leaning back in the fragrant light, MY UNCLE. 


I watch her face, through the gloaming, 
bright, 

As softly sweet, ’neath her fingers white, 

‘Thrills the dear familiar lay— 


THIS WORLD is but a fleet- 

ing show, and to most of 

us all the good seats are taken. 

bi 

CHARITY BEGINS at home, and in 

most cases ends there. Which, by 
the way, is all right. 


And it carries me back, does that sobbing strain, 
“Ohé, Mama! Ohé, Mama!”’ 
To the Past, which will never be mine again, 
«“ Ohé, Mama! ‘ Ohé!” 
To an opera-box, and a fall of lace— 
And a gleam of light on a perfect face, 
With all the glory of girlhood’s grace— coun 
That could never pass away— ; 
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THE RAIN falls alike upon the just 
and the unjust, but the latter seems 
to get the most irrigation. 
|: 

In CINCINNATI, O., it is but a few 
steps from a hog-slaughtering estab- 
lishment to a musical festival. 
ie 

RELIGION HAS come to be some- 
thing like certain new buildings in 
New York—high, but very narrow. 
a 


WILL SOMEBODY who knows all about the econo- 


To a question asked, when the lights were low, 
“ Ohé, Mama! Ohé, Mama!’ 
To a word that was rather like ‘‘Yes” than “No,” 4 & 
“Ohé, Mama! Ohé!” yo 
To a faint, sweet flower in her soft brown hair, ’ 
And an old tale told through the Opera air, 
To the girl who sings in the twilight fair— 
Who is now my own, for aye! 
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but I can easily imagine that some of the people there 
are rather trying. 








HOYLE DIED at the age of ninety-seven years, 
and yet some people think it is unhealthful to sit up 
nights playing poker. 





reheat 





—_—_— - —_—_— 

IT ’s A MISTAKE about its taking nine tailors to 
make a man, One tailor (with a bill) makes a man, 
and a great big man, too. 

— + —- 

It 1s very difficult for a lady to enter or leave a 
carriage properly. It requires practice and a car- 
riage. The carriage is the hardest part to acquire. 





But to-night in my heart is a restless pain, FisH ARE like ladies in full evening costume. They weigh less after 
“Ohé, Mama! Ohé, Mama!” they are dressed than before. 
For her mother came down on the two-ten train, a 
“QOhé, Mama! Ohé!” THE REASON why some old ladies look so wise in their spectacles, 
And a dim, dark shadow of wild unrest is because they drink sage-tea. Bits of information like the above tend 
Has settled down on my aching breast, to discipline the mind. a ee 


And my mind is by one vague fear oppressed— , ; 
That Mama has come to stay! AS A MATTER of fact, Americans have just as many grandfathers as 


Kittie K. Englishmen, but in the hurly-burly of the new world, the old gentle- 
men have, to some extent, been overlooked. 

‘ i 

No LOVE is so intense as that of the eighteen-year-old youth for 
the twenty-six-year-old girl. He gets over it, of course, but while it’s in 
motion it’s sixty miles an hour, including stops. 








— 2 ——— 
IT 1s curious how easily some people obtain a reputation. There is 
Ajax, for instance. He is world-renowned because he defied the light- 


ning. If I should strike an attitude and tell the lightning to go to 
thunder, I wouldn’t even get my name in the papers. 
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Reminiscences with which Most of 


F Wuy Mrs. HASHLEIGH RECEIVES THEM. 





HEN we first moved into this big house, Mr. 
Hashleigh says to me: ‘ Why not take some 
boarders?’ he says: ‘ There ’s twice as much 
room as we need for ourselves,’ he says: 
‘and we might utilize it,’ he says. Well, you 
can imagine how horrified / was at the idea. 
(Have a little more of the mackerel, Mr. 


fj: ~¥,/ De Watkins—do!) Being always accustomed 
['s 
~~ - i 
L— i to moving in the very dest society—my Aunt 


Mary—(she dined here one day—a stout lady 
in green silk, and wearing a great many diamonds—you remember 
her, Mr. Smythe)—well, she is con- 
nected by marriage with Mrs. John 
Jacob Astor’s family, and they visit to- 
and-fro frequently. Well, as I was say- 
ing, being always used to the dong-/ong, 
as you might say, and never having 
been inside of a boarding-house in my 
life, I was simply aghast at the idea, 
(Mr. Joggsley, that coffee is the dest 
Java in the market, as my grocer will 
tell you if you’ll take the trouble to 
stop at his store on your way down- 
town.) Well, the girls favored the idea, 
too—they always take their par’s side of 
every question—and it dd seem a pity 
to leave all those big rooms empty, 
with the moths eating up all the elegant 
furniture (I am glad that my remarks 
strike you as humorous, Mr, Cashton), 
so I finally consented to receive a few 
select parties. But I don’t suppose my 
connections ’Il ever get fully reconciled 
to the idea.” 


Wuy Mrs. Weeps Accepts A Few First-Ciass PEopLe. 


“For a while after Mr. Weeds died —he was hit on the left temple 
with a beer-glass and never regained consciousness—I did n’t feel as 
if I ever wanted to see anybody again. I got kind of morbid like. 
I used to sit up in my room alone all day long, and do nothin’ but 
cry. 1 wasted away till I was a mere shadow. (Yes, Mr. Huxter, I 
have got well over it, I’m thankful to say.) ‘Mrs. Weeds,’ says the 
doctor: ‘you ’ve got to do somethin’, or you’ll go into a decline. 
What you want,’ says he: ‘is refined and congenial society.’ ‘Oh, 
don’t talk to me of society,’ I says: ‘I am past all that.? ‘ Neverthe- 
less,’ says he: ‘you must have it. Now,’ says he: ‘why don’t you take 
a few boarders, just for company?’ Well, you could have knocked me 
down with a feather. MMe take boarders! The idea seemed laffable 
at first. ‘I know the money, would n’t be any object to you, of course,’ 
says the doctor: ‘but still you could bring yourself to accept it, and 
you ’d get what wou/d be an object—refined and intellectual compan- 
ionship.? Well, at first I would n’t listen to him, but I finally made up 
my mind to give the plan a trial, and I s‘pose that on the whole it was 
a wise thing to do.” 


Us are Unfortunately Familiar. 


Wuy Mrs. McGuLiistE ENTERTAINETH 
THE WAYFARER. 


‘*When my husband was taken sick, and 
it became impossible for him to work, I 
had to do something, you know, and as 
I had n’t any accomplishments, I decided 
to take a few boarders. Didn’t know that 
Mr. McGullible was sick, Mr. Freshly? 
Oh, yes, any of the old boarders could have told you that he ’s a great 
invalid, He looks fat and healthy, as you say; but I expect him to 
be taken off some day without a moment’s warning. It’s heart trouble 
he has, You don’t know how careful I have to be to keep him from 
getting excited or worried about any 
thing. He seems to be happier settin’ 
by the kitchen fire and dozin’ than any- 
where else, though once a week or so 
he ’ll go to the theatre, and occasionally 
take a little drive on the road, But 
I don’t s’pose he ’ll ever do any more 
work. It’s a dreadful thing to be an 


invalid,”’ 


Wuy Mrs. Van BLoop EXCHANGES 

THE COMFORTS OF A HOME 

FOR GOLD, 

“] never expected to be obliged 
to keep boarders for a living. I can 
imagine how my par would have felt if 
he could have foreseen to what I was 
fated to come. You know mine is one 
of the best families in New York, and 
so is Mr. Van Blood’s. I am related 
to the Vanderbilts, and used to visit 
them and the Astors and all that set, 
you know, But now—(No, Mr. Gib- 
lets, 1 suppose the pudding-sauce is not 
what it should be; but my cook left 
me at a moment’s notice this after- 
noon, and all the responsibility fell up- 
on me, and what do / know about 
making pudding-sauces?) A few years 
ago I had but to express a wish to have 
it gratified, and it would be so now 

if poor par had not been so unfortunate in ’seventy-two, and if Mr. 
Van Blood had been a financier instead of a gentleman. (Yes, Mr. 
Jenkins, I will see that a clean towel is sent to your room this evening. 
I was under the impression that you had had one this week.’’) 

oe F. A, STEARNS 
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“4 Goop Enpinc Makes UP For A Bap BEGINNING.” — Revised Proverb. 


O WRITE a successful novel one must know how to 
choose a stopping-place. In many cases the 
blank page immediately preceding Chapter 1. 
would seem the most suitable that could be found; 
but this is a thought so exasperatingly, because 
impossibly blissful that we will not dwell upon 
it. Instead, let us consider how and when the 
novelist, if nothing will divert him from his fell 
purpose, should proceed to wind up his worsted, 


First Specimen. 

« And so they were married, and lived happily ever after.” 

This form is no longer in general use—partly because 
nobody is ever married at the end of a really artistic 
modern story, and partly because those who have been 
wed at its beginning or during its progress are invariably 
and metaphysically miserable, 

Only fairy tales finish in this way now. 


Second Specinien. 

Used in the old-fashioned variety. Here you must 
give an itemized account of the situation, and worldly cir- 
cumstances of each and every personage left alive after 
the general slaughter in which the head villain and his 
subsidiary scoundrels received toco in the penultimate 
chapter. You end something like this: 

“In asnug public house near Mavis-on-‘Toast the 
traveler will see, if he enters and orders a mug of the 
half-and-half for which ‘The Dandy Dragon’ is justly 
celebrated, a portly person behind the bar, answering to 
the name of Silas Swipes. It is, indeed, our old friend 
of Leigh Manor, grown gray truly, but stiil firmly believ- 
ing that ‘t? young Squoare’s t’ foinest gen’tl’man in t’ 
county.’ Paddy Parridge, the poacher, never forgot the 
lesson he received that November night in the ha-ha be- 
hind Spitchcock’s Spinney. He is now a brisk young 
corporal in the Royal Rattlers, and was honorably men- 
tioned very recently for having saved Sir Scrubham Souse’s 
bath-tub and hat-box from capture during the last war 
with King Ram Chowder Prog. 

“As for Lord and Lady Mordaunt, who can paint 
their felicity? ‘Their troubles over, their constancy re- 
warded, their mutual adoration ever increasing, their rent- 
roll footing up a cool £40,000 a year, how can they be 
otherwise than happy ?” 

Third Specimen. 

Here the author must choose a taking title, and strain 
every nerve to drag it in at the last line in small caps, as a 
sort’of snapper, Suppose the title is “ Over the Bay.” Well: 

“Next day Lucy and I returned to town,. an:l Old 
Blunderbuss, making a virtue of necessity, gave us his bless- 
ing. Many years have passed since then; but even now 
I am still lost in astonishment at the good fortune which 
brought me my dear little wife by means of that queer 
adventure when I was OVER THE Bay.” 


Fourth Specimen. 

Extremely popular. In fact, you can’t write an interhemispherical 
novel without it. Having been very careful that nothing should happen 
during the whole story, you are to observe the same rule at the close, 
and take pains not to come to a definite conclusion, leaving the reader’s 
mind (if he has any left after perusing the previous part) all at sea as to 


what might, could, would or should become of the characters. We will 
assume that you have written upon the usual model. A very aristocratic 
young man who has lived in Europe all his life meets a quite plebeian 
young girl who has lived in Skagg’s Four Corners all 4er life. After 
about three hundred pages of conversation and description, each of 
which would be interminable if one didn’t leave off to give the other a 
chance, you convey a misty impression that the young man would marry 
the girl if it wasn’t for his having so many ancestors, or for her having 
so few, or because she cuts her bread, or dips her soup toward instead 
of away from her. In a last conversation he announces that he is going 
to Rome, let us say. Then: 

“Meta lifted her head. She did not notice that a single leaden 
crimping-pin still lingered in the shimmering golden mist of 
her bangs. If she had, she would not have cared. Outside 
the afternoon sun flashed upon the /roftoirs of the Rue Tue- 
Téte, and illuminated the cendriers ranged along the ruisseau. 

***So you are going to Rome?’ she asked. 

“Vernon bowed. In a dimly-formed, nebulously in- 
definite way he felt that his announcement bore in it a po- 
tentiality of change, and that this girl penetrated his uneasy 
half-consciousness of the fact. Nevertheless, he bowed. 

“<T am,’ he answered. 

“Meta once more looked from the window at the shift- 
ing, sun-lit stream of commissionaircs, pompiers, concierges 
and fils de repos pouring down the street, 

** Well, good-by,’ said she.” 


Fifth Specimen. 

A variation of the preceding, at present much used. In 
this kind of novel you may occasionally introduce an event, 
but of a very mild and ianocuous nature, and not in a larger 
proportion than one to each twenty thousand words, Adopt 
the plan so successfully followed in Chinese art —infinity of 
detail and infinitesimality of perspective. Describe every- 
thing until your adjectives give out, and tien keep on des- 
cribing until you can not invent any more new ones; but be 
particular not to mass your material, nor pay the slightest 
attention to the disposition of light and shade. A certain an- 
tiquated writer, named W. Shakspere, used to build characters 
out of his observations—don’t do that. Dump all your obser- 

vations into your story just as they come, label each set 
with a name, and let them fight it out among themselves, 
Thereupon, end something like this: 

“'Trafton nervously fingered the left-hand upper corner 
of his mustache with a queerly impersonal sort of anxiety. 

“<T’s a pitifully absurd thing,’ he said: ‘here we’ve 
made up our minds to allow the girl to sacrifice herself to 
her sense of duty, and now it appears that she hasn’t any 
sense of duty to sacrifice herself to—’ 

«é¢ And that we haven’t any minds to make up!’ inter- 
jected his wife. 

“Trafton continued without noticing this interrup- 
tion: ‘Perhaps its characteristic of her type—a contradic- 
tory reflex from the North Berryville environment—or per- 
haps—’ 

“* Ves?! 

‘Sabina Sapham twisted the nickel medallion at her 

neck, and bit her lower lip with her upper teeth. With her this meant 


many things. 
“¢T dunno’s [ catch on,’ she said in a breathless voice: ‘I want you 


shouldn’t make game of me.’ 
“Trafton gave a helpless laugh. He felt the ridiculously painful 


unspirituality of the scene, and yet could not formulate a distinctly 
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categorical mode of expression which would remedy the peculiar un- 
loveliness of it all. While he pondered, Sabina rose. 

“<7 presume,’ she fluttered: ‘that I’d better be going. 
the hull. I will.’ 

‘¢Trafton saw her leave, felt her slam the street-door, heard her hail 
an East Boston car outside, imagined her sitting therein, studying how 
to pass a punched five-cent piece on the conductor. His wife sat watch- 


Guess, on 


ing him. 

““* Well ?? she asked, finaily. 

“'Trafton laughed again, and twisted the right-hand lower corner 
of his mustache—this time using his left hand. 

‘**T don’t know,’ said he.” 


Sixth Specimen. 

This style can be employed advantageously in that species of novel 
called “light”? reading on the principle of “ducus a non lucendo,” which 
carries all its brilliancy on the cover. 

Here you can’t have too many things happen, nor overdo the ex- 
citement, try as hard as you may, The usual plot calls for a fascinating 
young man, a more fascinating young man, a most fascinating young 
man, and a girl whose fascination bankrupts degrees of comparison, and 
somehow gets her complicated with all three of the young men at once. 
You now go on with a succession of intense interviews and _ thrilling 
situations, ladling in tears, sobs, horseback accidents, oaths, supplica- 





After Bret Harte.| 





‘My fireman’s name were Lariat Bill, 
A quiet man with an easy way, 
Who could rope a steer with a cow-boy’s skill, 


Which he ’d learned in Texas, I’ve heard him say; 


The coil were strong as tempered steel, 
An’ it went like a bolt from cross-bow flung, 
An’ arter Bill changed from saddle to wheel, 
Just over his head in the cab it hung. 


“Well, as I were sayin’, we fairly flew, 
As we struck the curve at Buffalo Spring, 
An’ I give her full steam an’ put her through, 
An’ the engine rocked like a livin’ thing; 
When all of a sudden I got a scare— 
For thar on the track were a little child! 
An’ right in the path of the engine there, 
She held out her little hands and smiled! 


“JT jerked the lever and whistled for brakes, 
The wheels threw sparks like a shower of gold; 
But I knew the trouble a down-grade makes, 
An’ I set my teeth, an’ my flesh grew cold. 
Then Lariat Bill yanked his long lassoo, 
Av’ out on the front of the engine crept — 
He balanced a moment before he threw, 
Then out in the air his lariat swept!’’ 


[ Zhe Poet Wishes to Have it Understood That He 


ELL, STRANGER, ’twas somewhere in sixty-nine, 
I were runnin’ the ’Frisco fast express; 
An’ from Murder Creek to Blasted Pine, 
Were nigh onto eighteen mile, I guess. 
The road were a down-grade all the way, 
An’ we pulled out of Murder a little late, 
So I opened the throttle wide that day, 
And a mile a minute were *bout our gait. 









tions, mad bulls, embraces, kisses, and general idiocy until you don’t 
dare put in more; then end by making the girl marry the young man 
who at first appeared to have the poorest prospect of getting her. Finish 





as per accompanying sample: 

“* Love you, Philip, love you?’ 
ately up to him, swimming in tears, resembled priceless jewels shining 
*neath the crystal depths of Indian seas: ‘I have always loved you—and 
Their lips met in one long, clinging caress in which united 


Her eyes, as she looked passion- 


— and—’ 
the love, the sorrow, and the longing of seventeen anguished years. 

“Will Trevor turned away from his position behind the banisters, 
and dragged Lord Rowbotham with him. 

“*Let us go!’ he muttered, hoarsely: ‘Let us go!’ 

“* Ves, let us go!’ echoed Lord Rowbotham, from ashen lips.” 

And, indeed, it would seem to ‘be the best thing they could do, 
wouldn’t it? A favorite variation of this style is to intensify the non- 
comp-ness of the young men, and make the heroine the most empty- 
headed, preposterously-festive flirt it is possible to imagine. ‘Then add 
a pair of parents, a presumably witty sister, and a comic youth who 
bandies vulgar chestnuts with the lovers whenever they have a short va- 
cation from their ordinary duty of being jealous of one another, put 
them all in a country-house, end as above, call yourself ‘he Countess,” 
or something of the sort, and there you have a very attractive combina- 
tion, which is sure to take—with the people who like it. 

MANLEy H, PIKE, 


». 





He paused. There were tears in his honest eyes; 
The stranger listened with bated breath— 
“T know the rest of the tale,” he cries: 
“ He snatched the child from the jaws of death! 
T'was the deed of a hero—from heros bred— 
Whose praises the very angels sing!” 
The engineer shook his grizzled head, 
And growled: “He didn’t do no sich thing. 


= “He aimed for the stump of a big pine-tree, 
An’ the lariat caught with a double hitch, 
An’ in less’n a second the train an’ we, 
Were yanked off the track an’ inter the ditch! 
>*Twere an awful smash, an’ it laid me out, 
I ain’t forgot it an’ never shall; 
‘Were the passengers hurt?’ Lemme see—about—- 
Yes, it killed about forty—but saved the gal!” 
G. W. H. 
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A MAN WHO HAS NO MUSIC IN HIS SOUL. 


HIS HONEST CONFESSION. 


4 1s not my fault that I am not a musical 
man. Nobody ever tried harder. I 
found out long enough ago that I could 
not shine in society unless | was convers- 
ant with music. I used to try the inde- 
pendent dodge, put my hands in my 
pockets, and say I didn’t care for these 
new-fangled things; “ Coronation’’ and 
“Wake Nicodemus”’ were good enough 
for me. But this didn’t do at all. A fellow 

can talk that way about religion, or 

political economy, or anything of 
that sort; but in music it won’t 

4@\ pass. I used to hear the ladies I 

1G, knew whisper pityingly: 

“He has no ear!” 

This went on, in varying shades of compas- 
sion or contempt, until I really began to think I 
was a deformed wretch, and half-expected, when I peeped ruefully 
into the looking-glass, to find myself minus my auricular appendages. 

When I found it wouldn’t do to play the ignoramus, I determined 
to read up on music. I began with a four-volume dictionary of music, 
and got on swimmingly as far as Andante. But when I reached that, 
all before it was a blank. 

What an Adagio was, and how it differed from an Accidental, and 
what either of them had to do with an Appoggiatura, was one dread- 
ful, impenetrable fog to me. ‘Then I memorized a few passages under 
each of these, and endeavored, in a careless, easy way, to introduce 
them into musical conversations. 

When my hostess one evening observed that the orchestra that 
afternoon had played a beautiful Adagio of Beethoven’s, I remarked, 
cheerfully, that the Adagio was generally of a more florid character, 
and contained more embellishments and figurated passages than the 
Largo. 

This went off well enough, but when a pert young miss, later on, 
spoke of the numerous Accidentals in a piece she played, and I sug- 
gested knowingly (from page 20) that the sharp seventh in minor 
compositions, although an essential note of the scale, is not placed in 
the signature, but is written as an Accidental, she asked me before all 
the people what that had to do with the subject. 

I had to reply, rather Jamely, that we were all interested in sevenths, 
especially if they were sharp. 

This, however, did not seem to be satisfactory. Perhaps it was in 
rather low taste to refer to minor compositions, 

Then I tried to get interested in classical music, and in what my 
hostess calls the music of the future. (I wish it was the music of the 
future—say two or three centuries hence.) I attained the hypocritical 
skill of listening with rapt enthusiasm, and learned how to nod my head 
appreciatively and tap my foot intime. But this had its draw-backs. 

In the first place, I had a humiliating habit of falling asleep 
while my head was nodding—the action seemed so 
natural, and reminded me so strongly of prayer- 
meeting. And then, if I kept awake, they would 
talk about the music of the future, and trip me up on 
their abominable names, 

There was Wagner. I used to pronounce him 
in orthodox dictionary style, after the example of 
“Wag,” and “ Wagon,” as given under “ A short” 
in the spelling-book. 

These musical people laughed at that, and bade 
me call the fellow Vogna. We sensible people are be- 
hind the age. I suppose my dog vogs his tail, and 
that I ride in a voggon, I wouldn’t have believed 
it a month ago. 









Not but what a man can get along respectably with amateur music, 
All you have to do there is to perform the rapt enthusiasm act. When 
the piece is through, you must first whisper to your neighbor, with a 
long sigh: “ Isn’t that deautiful ?’—and then ask the performer aloud: 
“ What zs that ?” 





This does very weil for parlor concerts, but it won’t help you in 
the opera. 

I know, for I tried it. ‘ 

I took a musical young lady to the opera, and was particular to 
inquire, whenever a singer was applauded, “ What zs that?” But the 
young lady retorted, with what appeared to me great lack of appre- 
ciation: 

“Why don’t you look in your libretto and find out ?” 

As she was a Vognerian enthusiast, however, she was good enough 
to explain to me what the musc all meant. 

One passage, it seems, meant a rushing river, and the next a grim 
forest, and another the rustling of the leaves, and another the singing 
of the birds in their nests, and another, I dare say, a small boy shin- 
ning up the tree to steal the eggs. I was an apt pupil here, for I 
wanted to learn. 

Later on came a tremendous racket in the orchestra, with about 
seventy per cent of drum, and everything else jumbled together mis- 
cellaneously. She asked me what I supposed that meant. 

Truthfully, I should have supposed it to represent a St. Louis strike, 
or a meeting of Tammany Hall, or a horse jumping around in a barn, 
or some other terrible convulsion of nature. However, I said shrewdly, 
that I should take that to mean a moonlight night in summer, with 
balmy breezes and the song of birds. She said, with indescribable scorn, 
that it represented an altercation between the heathen gods. However, 

my Tammany Hall conception was not so far wide of the mark. 

But I know she won’t care to go with me again. 
If I could take her to a minstrel show, perhaps I 
could have my turn. 

No, gentlemen, no. It’s no use concealing the 
truth. I must own frankly, that as a musician I am 
not a success. 

But don’t grieve. 

If I lose all the advantages of a musical nature, 
I lose some disadvantages, too. 

Pass around the hat, please. _ 

The young man who rooms next to me plays 
Vogna on the flute, and I should like, kind friends, to 
obtain contributions enough to ensure him a respect- 
able funeral. A. D. Noyes. 
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oT 4 REVELATIONS: * 


an 
A Story in Newspaper Paragraphs. 









A. 


Mrs. Pureton is receiving con- 


gratulations from many friends. 


It is a son. 


—January 2nd, 1859. 


Il. 

The young son of the Hon. A. B. 
Pureton, who has been suffering from 
a severe attack of scarlet fever, has 
been pronounced out of danger; it 
is feared, however, that the attack 
may affect his brain. 

— August jd, 7868. 
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q Mr. Harold Pureton, who took his A 


i examinations for Harvard this fall, 






through an oversight on the part of 


his instructor, failed to pass his ex- 


aminations, Next yearhe will doubt- \ N Sit 
less enter with flying colors, \ 4) Sherr 
ying NG oO B78 
— October roth, 1878. = TO 





IV. 


Mr. Harold Pureton, son of the 
Hon. A. B. Pureton, has given up his 
idea of entering Harvard, and will 
spend two years traveling avroad. 


— August roth, 1879. 











Vv. 
We regret to announce the death . 

} of the Hon. A. B. Pureton, at his \, 
residence last night. Mr. Pureton , rf) 
was an able man, and deserved well € — a” Se \ 
of his constituents. He leaves a large Oy Ns Se 


fortune; his widow receives a very 
large annuity, and his son, Mr. Har- 
old Pureton, inherits some $6,000,- 
000 in his own right. a 

-—December 4th, 1880. = 


~~, 
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Vi. 
Mr. Harold Pureton has returned 
from Europe, and his lavish éxpendi- 


tures, as well as his four-in-hand and 


handsome yacht, attract general at- 
tention.— July oth, 1882. 


Vill. 

Mr. Harold Pureton’s new novel, 
«*4 Modern Woman,” is in the hands 
of his publishers, and will create a 
great sensation; at least, such is the 
confident prediction. 

— December 5th, 1883. 





The financial success of Mr. H. 
Teller, the novelist, must be gratify- 
ing to his friends, He drives a hand- 
some team and appears to be rolling 
in money. His success will encour- 
age, though it may mystify, some of 
his more youthful competitors, 

— March 3d, 1884. 








‘ 
VII. 

Mr. Harold Pureton’s new play, 
“‘Countess Howareyouoff,” will be 
produced sometime this winter; it is 
warmly praised by competent critics. 


— November 15th, 188}. 





Mr. Mann, the well-known play- 
wright, seems to be very successful 
of late, and has, it is said, received 
a very large price for one of his latest 
plays, from a private party. 


~fJanuary 2nd, 1884. 





XI. 

Strangely enough, some people will 
not give Mr. Harold Pureton credit 
for his late productions, It is true 
that nothing succeeds like success, 
and yet nothing is more likely to ex- 
cite envy. 

— August 15th, 1884. 


C. Srerson, 





a tate ele et ta ea 


THE TRUE STORY OF 


COMPILED FROM CONTE 


it LAP HNHE discovery of a file of the Verona 
Daity Chronicle in the corner-stone of 
an ancient ruin in that city, effectually 





founded the tragedy of ‘* Romeo 
and Juliet’? upon Luigi da Por- 
to’s romance, and indicates that 
the plot was obtained from the 
newspapers. ‘The following 
translations of the affair from 
the Chronicle will be of interest to all 
students of Shakspere, and should be 
made a part of every library. 





I, 
( From the Verona Chronicle, July 8, 1492.) 

Four men, who gave their names as Sampson Smithi, Gregory 
Jonessi, Abram Browni and Balthazar Johnsonnessi, were arraigned yes- 
terday in the Piazza Delle Erbe Police Court, and charged with dis- 
orderly conduct. Officer Spaghetti, who arrested the men, told Justice 
Duffi that they were given into his charge by Prince Escalus, who had 
found them fighting near the Canossa, Smithi testified in his own behalf 
that he and Jonessi were in the employ of Mr. D. Q. Capulet, a well- 
known citizen residing in the Via San Sebastian, and that the other 
two men were employed by Mr. N. G. Montague, who is also a wealthy 
and respected citizen. 

Smithi said that he and Jonessi were on their way to the Via Pelli- 
i ciai, and that he happened to bite the thumb of his glove just as they 
| passed Browni and Johnsonnessi, who construed it as an insult. Words 
tl passed between them, and Browni finally told the witness that he lied, 


when the fight began. Mr. 
Benvolio Montague, a re- 
lative of Mr. N. G. Mon- 
tague, was present in 
i court and corrobo- 
i rated this story of the 
affair, insisting, how- 
ever, that Smithi and 
Jonessi were the ag- 
gressors. He asked 
Justice Duffi for a 
warrant for the arrest 
of Mr. ‘Tybalt Val- 
entio, a nephew of 
Mrs, Capulet, for as- 
saulting him in the 
street at the time of 
the fight between the 
servants, 

Officer Spaghetti 
testified that a serious 
affray would have oc- 
curred but for the ar- 
rival of Prince Esca- 
lus, as several by- 
standers took part in the row. 

Justice Duffi held the prisoners, in default of five hundred lire 
each, for examination. 
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ROMEO AND JULIET. 


MPORAXEOUS ACCOUNTS. 


II. 
(From the Verona Chronicle, July 12.) 


One of the most important society affairs of the present season 
was the reception given last evening by Mr. and Mrs. D. Q. Capulet, 
in their elegant residence in the Via San Sebastian, upon the occasion 
of the bringing out of their daughter, Miss Juliet Capulet, a “sweet girl 
graduate” of the San Zenone Seminary, who is said to possess remarka- 
ble beauty. The young lady is engaged to Mr. Paris Escalus, a near 
relative of Prince Escalus. Among those present were Romeo Monta- 
gue, Mr. Paris Escalus, Mr, Tybalt Valentio, a cousin of 
the débutante; Mr. and Mrs, Martino and the Misses 
Martino, Count and Miss Anselmo, Mrs, Vitruvio, 
Mr. Placentio and the Misses Placentio; Messrs. 
Mercutio and Valentine Escalus, and many others. 

A slight sensation was caused during the 
evening by Mr. Tybalt Valentio threatening to 
slice up Mr. Romeo Montague, whose father, 
Mr. N. G. Montague, it appears, is at enmity 
with the Capulet family. However, Mr. Capulet 
smoothed the affair over, and no damage was 
done. Young Montague is said to have fallen 
desperately in love with Miss Capulet, which 
may account for Mr, Valentio’s threat. 


III. 
(From the Verona Chronicle, July 14.) 

A ghastly double-tragedy, resulting in the deaths of Mr. ‘I'ybalt 
Valentio and Mr. Mercutio Escalus, a near relative of Prince Escalus, 
has grown from a quarrel begun at the Capulet reception, two 

evenings since, and reported exclusively in the Chronick on the 
\ 3 Va following day. 
om: From the story related by Mr. Benvolio Montague, 
an eye-witness of the entire affair, it appears that he 
and Escalus met Valentio, who is known to his associ- 
ates as “ Furious Tybalt,” and who was accompanied 
by several friends, in the Piazza dei Signori yesterday 
afternoon. Valentio made some insulting remark, which 
was replied to by Escalus. Just then, Mr. Romeo Mon- 
tague passed, and Valentio 
endeavored to pick a quarrel 
with him, evidently having 
the affair at the Capulet re- 
ception in mind. Young Mon- 
tague, at that time, seemed 
ay afraid of Valentio for some 

| inexplicable reason, as sub- 
sequent events showed him 
to be no coward, and he made 
a pacific reply and passed on, 
After he was gone, Escalus re- 
sented Valentio’s action, and 
called him a “rat-catcher’’ 
; shalts and a “king of cats.” Val- 
entio was infuriated by the 
laughter of the others, and a 
fight with rapiers ensued. 

Young Montague came back and attempted to stop the fight, when 
Valentio succeeded in piercing Escalus through the chest. He died 
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before the ambulance arrived. Young Montague at once drew his 
sword, and furiously assaulted Valentio, who made a desperate resist- 
ance, but was finally pierced through the heart and instantly killed. In 
spite of the tumult the affair created, no policeman appeared until the 
fight was over. 





The Prince has banished Young Montague from the city, as these 
murderous affairs have become so numerous of late as to necessitate 
some action on the part of the authorities. 


IV. 
(From the Verona Chronicle, July 15.) 

Never since the capture of this city by Charlemagne, has society 
been agitated as it was yesterday, upon learning that Miss Juliet Capulet,. 
the fiancée of Mr. Paris Escalus, and the only daughter of Mr. D. Q. 
Capulet, had committed suicide in her father’s elegant residence in the 
Via San Sebastian, by taking poison. The story, as related to a re- 








N THE dazzling blue and white 
of the tiles, 
As a mirror, my dear love’s 
face 1 spy, 
From the mantel-tree she looks 
down and smiles, 
While my heart goes up in an 
answering sigh. 
It’s I am so lowly and she is so high, 
My bashful hope how could I confess? 
But an English pug, and yet dare to cry 
For the love of a china shepherdess! 








She leans on the crook—oh, her winning wiles! 
From my mistress’s lap, in a jealousy 
I watch, and I wish there were miles and miles, 
(While my heart goes up in an answering sigh), 
’Twixt her and that boy with the butterfly, 
So pretty is he in his peasant dress, 
And so plain beside him, how should I try 
For the love of a china shepherdess? 
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y* S HEPHERDESS. 
BALLADE. 


There ’s a cat from Angora, my bark 


But no, to the mantel-tree’s dim defiles, 
All possible bliss must pass me by, 


A lucky dog is in misery 


Ah, many a wight of more wit than I 


porter of the Chronicle, by the unfortunate young lady’s nurse, forms 
one of the saddest romances in the police records of Verona. 

The young lady had, it seems, clandestinely married Mr. Romeo 
Montague, who was banished two days ago for having killed Mr, Tybalt 
Valentio in a street-fight. Mr. Capulet, being unaware of this marriage, 
insisted upon his daughter being wedded to Mr, Paris Escalus, and invi- 
taticns had been sent out for the ceremony at St. Peter’s Church to-day. 
Miss Capulet seemed out of spirits when she retired at night, and in the 
morning her nurse found her dead in her chamber. The funeral will 
take place to-morrow. Her parents’ grief is heartrending. 


V. 
(From the Verona Chronicle, July 18.) 


The sensational complications arising from the deaths of Messrs. 
Mercutio Escalus and Tybalt Valentio, a few days ago, are unending. 
Still another ghastly tragedy has now been enacted, and two more deaths 
are the result. The victims this time are Messrs. Paris Escalus and 
Romeo Montague, and the horrible fact is brought to light that Miss 
Capulet, who was buried yesterday, had been entombed alive, ‘This morn- 
ing her dead body was found bleeding from a stab-wound made by her 
own hand, outside the Capulet tomb, and lying across the corpse of Mr, 
Romeo Montague. Near them was the body of Mr. Paris Escalus, and 
it was evident that the men had met at the tomb and fought. Escalus 
had been killed by young Montague’s sword, and Montague had died 
from the effects of an instantaneous poison, It was obvious that Miss 
Capulet had come to life, and, finding her lover dead, had killed herself. 
Coroner Donlivio will hold an inquest. 


F. MARSHALL WHITE, 





reviles, 
Did I woo, mayhap she would make 


reply, 


While my heart goes up in an answer- 
ing sigh, 


And no one shall ever the secret 
guess, 


For the love of a china shepherdess! 


L’ Envoy. 





Is dying to live and livjng to die— 


Would give up his heart and his soul no less 


For the love of a china shepherdess. 


RutH HALL. 
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A LITTLE AFRICAN. se 

I. v. : 

AM a little African, We kept him as a family pet, 

I live in Madagascar. And used to call him Cesar; Cy . 
My mother takes in washing by He served us as a wringing-machine, Mi ae 

The Squalewaskewaska. Or alligator-squeezer. : 4 

ny Bh Il. ; VI. 
R593" The alligators of that stream \;; We used to put a cork in his throat, 


And tie his tail from spiashing, 
And tackle him up to my father’s boat, 
To chew the weekly washing. 


Have appetites unfailing, 

And when the nigger babies scream, 
There ’s good excuse for wailing. 

VIL. 

Alas! we trusted the wash one day 

of = To a Senegambia cousin, 

a And the stupid dolt left out the cork, 

And he swallowed a laundress’s dozen. 


III. 
Down where the sluggish current flows 
_ Beneath the shady larches, 
And the darkling water gleams and glows 
Like the shirts my mother starches— 





VIII. 
Cut him in two was the thing to do, 
And the last resort of mother’s: 


EVs 
We kept a youthful crocodile 
That kept a getting older, 
And the breadth and sweetness of his smile 
Would charm the chance beholder. My long-lost baby brothers. 
C. H. Fircu. 


A STUDIO NOTE. 


Hi 
i] 
| 


———SS 


—— nae YJ 
ey 
—” \\ 
f \\ 


Daus (the artist).—Look! isn’t that a stunning motif? Good pose and accessories! 
I would give ten dollars for a photograph of that girl now, mop, pail and all. 


Mary Ann overhears, sees a speculation, and has a photograph taken for fifty cents, which she modestly offers to Daub for the price mentioned. 
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Y® MAYDE & YE BIVALVE. 





“Are thayre oysters goode?”’ fayre Phyllis saide 


piles Untoe her Strephon, wh™ she ’d led 
On sea Straighte toe y® lintell of y® doore, 


W* on itts side y® legende bore, 














YE SIGNE 
& 
Strephon fled. 
Ye YOUTH «Come toe yonne hill,” he answered, 
CHANGETH 


“‘Fine viewes of all y® countrie o’er 
Are there.” 
Sweete Phyllis sigh*4, a teare she shed, 


Ye SUBJECTE, 
WHEREATTE 


YE MAYDE 

TAUNTETH & sobb’¢, oe hop’d I shld be fed. 

Ye Youtu Tis playne you have" gott y® ore.” 
Tor Ye “Tis false!” he yell?: ‘Ice-Cream For 4!” 

aes Then Phyllis cry4, with hanggingge head, 


“Ah, there!” 


Her WISHES. a 
Joun Kenprick, 






English as a means for conveying their alleged thoughts, 

and now express themselves in an unknown tongue 
Puck recognizes the need of a new dictionary, and 
contributes his mite thereto, as follows: 

AwFuL (adj.)—Can be fully defined only by 
using every derogatory English adjective, for which 
we have not the space. Axs.—“Oh, look at that 
awful mouse!”? “It’s an awful book, they say; I 
wonder where I could get it?” “Have you seen her 

new bathing-suit? It’s awful.” (Adv.) Fx.—‘“Isn’t he 
awful nice?”’ 

Foot (subst. fem.)—The leg. Ex.—“<Dve got my feet wet above 
my knees.” 

LikE (v. act.)—To love. Exs.—I always thought papa and mama 
liked me, but—.” “You ought to know by this time, whether I like 
you or not.” 

Nice (ad@7.)—Includes the full meaning of every laudatory English 
adjective. xs.—‘ The Sistine Madonna is so nice.’’ “ ‘Ihe scenery 
of the Alps is nice and grand.” “She died in such a nice frame of 
mind.” 

SorTER (adv.)—Qualifiedly. 


sorter fun.”’ e 
* re 


TERRAPIN, CANVAS-BACK DUCK and brook-trout, chopped fine, with 
plenty of seasoning, make a very nice hash, Cut this out and paste it 
on your landlady. * 

ok 


Ex.—“ He ’s sorter stupid, but he’s 


ok 
A CHICAGO CLERGYMAN asks: ‘“‘Can aman be a Christian and at 
the same time a successful business man?’? He can if he advertises 


largely. ‘ * ‘ 


WE SEE a lengthy article going the rounds of the papers headed: 
“How to Manage a Wife.”” It must be something like the book that 
teaches you how to play the flute without a master. No go. 
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JusT BEFORE her death, a little Kentucky girl beat several other 

little girls at jumping the rope. 
+ 7 * 

WHILE A MAN in Clinton, Pa., was preparing to go to bed, he was 
struck by a thunderboit and had all 
the clothing stripped from his body, YET SHE LOVED HIM. 
leaving him unharmed.—Z xchange. . 
While the lightning was about it, it iid 
should have put on his night-shirt \®) 
and said his prayers for him, ab 


* 
* * 


AN ESTEEMED contemporary, 
in a list of facts and inquiries for 
the curious, asks this question: 
“Why does the lonely wood- 
pecker, when he goes to drink, y 
stop several times on his way 7 / 
and look around before he /'/ /,\) > 7 = a 
takes his draught?” He has ’ . ae 
probably recently signed the 


pledge. e 
* 










o* 
An Iowa Judge de- | / 
cides that a man must tell { 
his wife where he spends 
his evenings. Men do tell 
their wives where they 
spend their evenings, But 
the trouble is, the women 
won’t always believe us. 


She didn’t mean it that way, of course; but 
young De Quille, having succeeded, afler years 
* of effort, in getting a ‘*poem” accepted by 


. * - Puck, felt quite hurt by his wife’s gleeful cry— 
Cows ARE afraid of Bos- —« What! Ten dollars for that! They do pay 
ton girls. well, don’t they?” 
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SPIEGELBACH & C0, 


| Toys | 


PY. Ama Pain en 
<3 7% 


we 








| AM a happy artist, and my name is Angelo, 
I paint the wooden animals for Spiegelbach & Co., 
I paint their eyes, their hair, their tails, their noses, and their feet, 
Until the connaisseur proclaims their beauty quite complete. 
And Spiegelbach regards me as the foremost of his joys, 
Who thus can paint the animals he sells for Xmas toys. 











= But prithee let me tell you, for it is a lovely joke, 
About the free-and-easyness that marks my master-stroke: 
I daub the camel here and there, I daub the lion, too, 
I paint the hedgehog bottle-green, the gyascutus blue; 
I paint upon the polar bear a pensive purple smile, 
And on the coach-dog yellow spots I prodigally pile. 
In fact, I use the kind of paint that happens at my hand. 
And naturalists smile at what they can not understand; 
But for these scientific men I care not over-much, 
' is Or what they say about my work; it’s all the same in Dutch. 





One day a country visitor made some unkind remarks 

\| When I was painting feathers green upon some meadow-larks, 

] I told’ him that to suit myself I painted spot or stripe, 

| And that he please would pack that down and smoke it in his pipe. 


Gs- 


a 


I claim that wooden animals that go about on wheels, Zz 


And can not howl or eat or drink or e’en kick up their heels, 
Are not a bit more natural than are the lively tones 
I paint upon the wooden skins that cover up no bones, 
What if I put magenta stars upon the wary lynx? 
What if I clothe the tiger and rhinoceros in pinks? 
To please the little boys and girls my art I e’er employ, 
I paint the ornithoryucus green to fill their souls with joy, 
And though with yellow, red or blue the army mule I touch, 
It ’s all the same to me, because it’s all the same in Dutch. 


Come, Isaac, fetch the ostriches, the horses and the kids, 

And pile them up before me here in little pyramids, 

And then fetch out the Noah’s arks and set them in a row, 

I’ve got to paint by five o’clock to-night a gross or so. 
And then fetch on a pot of paint, the first that comes to hand, 
And I will make these animals suit any distant land, 
And while 1 paint Ill dance a jig, because my joy is such 
That I can suck my thumbs, and say, it’s all the same in Dutch, 





R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 
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A PROMPT 

, ; sa gine 

Ir is the Annual Reunion of the Knickerbocker Exclusives of Washington Square. Mr. Varick Van Rensselaer Coenties, — po 
we not express the hope that the Spirits of our honored Ancestors, whose portraits surround us, will grace this scen 
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PROMPT RESPONSE. sii cian 


presiding over his ancestral punch-bowl, is moved to eloquence. ‘‘ Ah!” he sighs: ‘‘may we not, on this occasion, so-dear to all our hearts, may 


this scene with their presence ?” (The Spirits of the Ancestors condescend to grace the scene. They are not immediately recognized.) 
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ow beautiful is the winter! There is the beautiful blue 
sky, the beautiful silent fields, the beautiful lace- 
work on the trees, and the beautiful snow. In fact, 
to the acute mind, the snow is one of winter’s most 
subtle but yet most characteristic features. The 
true artist hardly ever fails to grasp this. Behold 
the picture entitled “ Winter.”” Thatched cottages 
stick their noses out of the “piled and drifted 
whiteness,” a snow-man stands in each yard, and 
what snow the artist has scooped from the life-like 
parts, he has fastened to the trees, to the roofs, and even to the backs 
of cattle. The snow is twenty feet deep on the average, but this doesn’t 
interfere with the sleighing. Bless you, no! 

There would be a red cutter in the picture 
if the snow were over the tree-tops. Look at the 
young man: how badly he is driving! His tippet ; .,.\\ “ 
is flying backin the wind. _The young Le 
lady has two black eyes which are per- 
fectly visible, although she is two blocks 
away. Look at her muff—what a nice 
muff! Now they are coming over the 
brow of the hill. There is the red cutter, 
and just behind is the red sunset. Which mi 
is the redder? Well, it is hard to tell, Which 
is the older- fashioned? Well, the cutter. 





Isn’t it sad? The young couple will have to y *\\." 

alight six feet farther on and shovel a a 

way for themselves. ow A 
That is because the artist hasn’t fin- } 


ished his road. 

But what difference? With youth and 
health and large hands, they will go joyfully at their task. 
No doubt they will be able to dig ten feet into the 
snow-drift before spring. What times they will have! dN 
They wil! have all the time until April; then the artist 
will make the girl into an “ Aurora,” and the young man into 
a ‘‘Sowing-Time.” 

But there is winter, also, in the city, and the young banker goes 
gayly about to take Miss Maud out sleighing. He can’t have the red 
cutter with swan-neck runners, so he tries to content himself with a 
two-hundred-dollar Portland. ; 

‘“‘Now I hie me up the street, while the bells are jingling sweet, 
and I stop at No. roo, and I spring from out the seat.” ‘These are the 
young man’s own rhymes. They are introduced because Maud is a very 
nice girl, and we must have some evidence that her lover doesn’t be- 
long to a “Shakspere Club.” The rhymes show this: If he belonged 
to a “Shakspere Club,’’ he couldn’t make any rhymes at all. 

After George sends in his invitation, there is naturally some delay 
while Maud puts on her wraps, tells her mother she won’t be gone long, 
and wonders whether she will or not. During this interval, if it were a 
play, George would stride to the front and sing a love-song, and the 
man cleaning the snow from the walk would join in. With the horse 
on the stage, and a whip to crack, this would make a fine scene; but 
nothing of the kind happens. 

How can people in real life be so unrealistic? Maud appears. 
Then the young man tucks her in, and away they go like sin. ‘T'his is 
winter in a city, Notice the nice difference between winter in a city 
and “In a Winter City.” In the latter there is no street-boy with a 
mouth like the Lena Delta, to ask: “Can I cut on behind, Mister?’ In 
the former there is, One waits the approach of our happy pair, and 


puts his conundrum at George: 
What is George to do? If he sternly replies: “Not much! Get out 





0’ this!” as is his usual practice, Maud will think him cold and hard. So 
George doesn’t do it. He simply throws his face into seventeen con- 
vulsions, and presents to the boy a pantomine of smothered ferocity. 
Now, as long as ferocity is well smothered, the gamin is not appalled. 
He therefore laughs a laugh of scorn, which is the only laugh a gamin 
uses in his business, and cuts on. George sums up the situation patheti- 
cally thus: “ So we ride along like sin, with my darling all tucked in; 
but-the boy is riding too, and I don’t know what to do.” 
“There is a boy behind,’’ says Maud, a little later. 
queer look on her face is explained by the fact that she is laughing. 
She is laughing at George’s having tried to appear to her in the réle of 
a Cheeryble Brother. “‘Il'here is a boy, behind, George!” 
“Ves,” answers the philanthropist, sweetly: ‘* Poor little chap! He 


The merry, 


is enjoying himself.” 
“What a delicious surprise! You didn’t seem to think he’d enjoy 
it at all when he asked to ride.” 
George is somewhat startled. 
“You were afraid he’d take cold, weren’t you ?” 
* What—what ’s that ?”’ 
“I happened to see that Gorgon-look you gave him, 
, that ’s all.” 
Ny 4 At this point, George conjectures that conceal- 
e$ bh il ment of his wicked hypocrisy is no longer 
" ae possible. He therefore comes right 
straight out like a man and laughs it off. 
Maud laughs. The boy, who always 
catches everything, catches the conta- 
gion and laughs too, But Maud adds 
another factor to the general good feel- 
ing by whispering: 
os “Can't you reach him with the whip, 
George ?”” The scene now rises to the 
epic, and George hits him with the whip. 
The boy alights. ‘Then the others, all tucked 
in, laugh and drive away like sin. 
WILLIStON Fisu. 


“2 THE QueEstTIoN, “ What is Home 
Without a Mother?’ has stood un- 
answered so long that we are getting 
tired of seeing it in print. We will 
settle the matter now and forever. 
A home without a mother is a Har- 
lem flat occupied by a married couple 


~ who have no children. 
* 


ae ’ * * 
qMivis, A NEW AND popular song in the West is 

s ? 7 . ’ 
, entitled: ‘“‘ When a Fellow’s On the Mash 


and Hasn’t Any Cash.” It is sung to the 
air: “Sock Him On the Kisser.’ And yet some people say there is no 


such thing as refinement and culture in the far West. Perish the thought! 
Ba 


A KANSAS YOUNG MAN who was refused by a Kansas young woman, 
shot himself in four places, and finished the job by hanging himself to 
alamp-post. It is seldom that a young woman has the wisdom of her 
choice so speedily and completely verified. 

* 


ok * 
IT DOESN’T necessarily follow because a man is willing to let by- 


gones be by-gones, that he is generous, By-gones would doubtless con- 
tinue to do that way, even if he should withdraw his permission. It is 
a way they have of doing. 








erent: a nanan me? 
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AUNTY’S ADVENTURES 


Among the Modern Improvements in the Great Metropolis. 





Aunty Comes to Town to See the ‘‘ Modern Improvements.” 





The Speaking-Tube:—*‘ Come in!” 
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She has Considerable Difficulty with the ‘‘ Bell,” but After a 
While Manages to Make it Work. 


The Door Opens Automatically.. 
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AUNTY’S ADVENTURES. (Concluded. ) 





‘Tries to Walk Through the Hall Mirror into the Next Room. The Register with Patent Blower Attachment. 


V4 r ‘ 
; i : | i 
ee ea 
p i s ( Hy 
NS 


The Down Suction for Ventilation. —And Aunty Starts for Home and South Podunk. 
27 





nla Ruin biases 








ESE a eeap Ep enes, 








“\N_ INTERESTING 
A\ CONVERSATION. 


* 


SHE.—I have no choice. 
He.—It ’s a matter of indifference to me. 
SHE,—I don’t mind, either. 
He,—Whichever you prefer. 
[A pause.] 
SHeE,—Perhaps it would be cooler there. 
He,—We shall have to stand. 
SHE,—Oh, well. 
HeE,—Just as you like, you know. 
SHE.—I really don’t care. 
He.—Shall we stay here, then ? 
SHE.—I am willing. 
[A pause.] 
He.—Perhaps it is too warm for you. 
SHE.—Oh, no. 
He.—We can just as well go out. 
SHE.—Not on my account. 
He.—You would rather stay here? 
SHE.—I would just as lieve. 
He.—It is immaterial, of course, to me, 
SHE.—And to me. 
[A pause.] 
He.—I’m afraid you find the cabin 
warm. 
SHE.—Oh, not at all. 
He.—They keep it awfully hot in here 
all winter. 
SHE.—Well, I don’t know but it is a 
little close. 
He.—Are you sure you would rather 
stay inside? 
SHE.—I have no preference. 
He.—Perhaps we had better go out? 
SHe.—I don’t mind. 
He.—You are not tired ? 
SHE. —Oh, no. 
He.—We shall have to stand. 
SHe.—That makes no difference. — 
[A pause.] 
He.—Shall we go, then? 
SHe.—If you say so. 
He.— Oh, it ’s just as you say. 
SHE.—I’m agreeable to either 
place. 
He.—It would be cooler outside. 
SHE,—-Yes, that ’s so. 
Hre.—We might go? 
SHE.—Very well. 
He.—If you are quite sure you 
won’t mind standing— 
SHE.—Oh, my, no; I prefer— 


* * 
At this juncture, the boat en- 
tered the Jersey City slip. 


P. H. WEtcH. 


A young man and a young woman 
entered the cabin of a Courtlandt 
Street ferry- boat, one evening, re- 
cently, and the following conversa- 
tion took place: 


He.—Shall we go forward, to the deck? 
SHE.—I don’t care. 
HE.—Just as you say. 
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EMPORA MUTANTUR. 





A woman who of old 
Had been a prima donna, 
I saw one evening cold, 
With almost nothing on her. 


Her shining arms were bare, 
Likewise her aged bosom; 
She sang the crowd an air 
# Intended to amuse ’em. 
With voice disconsolate, 
She sang a simple ballad, BF: y a 
Then humbly passed the plate APES 
And—asked for lobster-salad. | (SBS 
F. E. CHase. i 4 





THE STRATAGEM OF A HOSTESS. Is 


(| 





Fonp anp Partiat Mama.—Why are all those men crowding about that Hopkins girl, 
Mamie? I can’t imagine what they see in her. She isn’t rich, she isn’t pretty; she can’t 
do anything but recite, and she does that badly! I wonder Mrs. Smith asked her here. 

Experienced Daucurer.—You don’t understand, mama. They’re a committee. Mrs. 


Smith detailed them—to keep her talking. 


APPORTIONING THE TASK. 





eT said Bobby, at the conclusion of his nightly orison: 
“does Jesus hear prayers, too ?”’ 


** Yes,” she said. 
Bobby thought the matter over for a moment, and then said: 
“I suppose Jesus listens to the little boys and girls, and God to the 


big folks.” 


IT WAS A HUMANIZING INFLUENCE. 


* _ *s your name?” asked the police-justice of the Mongolian 
who had been arrested for boisterous and enthusiastic profanity 
on the street-corner, the evening before. 
“Sam Wah. Me good Chinaman.” 
“*Good? Why, you were arrested for swearing like a tipsy fiddler. 


Where did you learn how to swear ?”’ 


out of Bible.” 
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“Me good Chinaman. Go to Sunday-school. Me lealn to cuss. 
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“These are my Chestnuts.”—Mother of the Gracchi. 





FAR tn the still deeps of breathless night 


Now ye are here and resting .on the shelves 
I oft have dreamed of ye, my books, Ve 


Where I was wont to place ye when well read— 























. cai , ) 
} And turned toward ye sad and yearning looks, Ye living with great thoughts though truly dead; 
Treasure-houses of my soul’s delight! And now ye, silent, sing to me like magic elves, 
Something like this: 
I.—CHAUCER. IV.—KEAts. VII.—SwInBuRNE, 
When that Aprilis, with his showers swoot, ‘¢ Nymph of the downward smile and side-long glance, I will go back to my boarding-house keeper, 
The drought of March had piercéd to the root, In what diviner movements of the day Mother and lover of men was she; 
Did I by Nature full of grim corages Art thou most lovely? When gone far astray I will go down to her, I, the mad leaper, 
Seek to go upon far pilgrimages Into the labyrinths of sweet utterance, Close for the season with her, and board free; 
D> ’ 
And faring forth from homely shiré’s end Or when serenely gliding in the dance Cling to her, strive with her, hold her fast; 
Across the sea, waimenting sore, to wend The pivot called? Or when starting away bi A Oh, fair sweet widow, in days long past 
Not into England, nor Germanee, With newest robe to the variety-play, y ~ I lived with thee, and found it far cheaper 
But, if you liketh all, to New Jersee. Thou takest in the mashers with thy glance? 4 Than drifting about by the brink of the sea. 
Haply ’tis when thy ruby lips part sweetly, 
_ And so remain because thou hungerest = 
To take the Blue Point oyster in completely; 
II.—MAcauLay. Ah, tell me in what mood thou art the best!” VIIL.— Ropert Louis STEVENSON. 
Ske smiled, and then replied to me quite neatly: 
Hans Machenbusch, of Hoboken, “Oh, New York dude, I pri’thee gimme a rest.” The sun shone brightly ; the tide was mak- 
By the nine beers he swore . - , ; , 
ints tiie dininte tail alt Ciliaakiie ; ing—four jolly miles an hour; the wind blew 
$4 0 
Should live on him no more; v....reen steadily with occasional squalls, For my part, 
ya esrscons he mi - «Oh, lady, when I left the shore,” I had never been in a cat-boat under sail in 
nd named a starting da Cer ; ; — , 
cits teaihe ih ianaciaien oe eed Gorth So said I then: ** which gave me birth, my life; and my first experiment out in the 
: : 8 aa I hardly thought to grieve once more . . . — rc 
East and West and South and North, a ; middle of this big bay was not made with- 
a ro quit another spot on earth; dpe. _ 
T'o see me on my way. (Especially Newark. ) out some trepidation. What would happen 
: ** Ses wiheseneser I @ew muew poem when the wind first caught my little canvas? 
O’er Jersey flats or by the sea, I suppose it was almost as trying a venture 
: - Though Time restore me y : . 
11T.—GoLpswirn. Perc tMleeeen eee eee into the regions of the unknown as to pub- 
; ; [ ne’er shall bend mine eyes on thee! 
Remote, unfriended, solitary, slack, (Not if thou canst help it.) lish a first book, or to marry. But my doubts 
I soon was wandering by the Hackensack. f long durati and in fi i 
Sweet Newark, loveliest village of the flats, ‘Farewell, fareweli, farewell, farewell! WHS ASE GT TONY Cae, OS OH Se oe 
Beloved of memory and likewise of rats, Let not the smile desert that lip; utes, you will not be surprised to learn, I had 
. farewell » 2aven ? : 7 . ' Ps J 
How often did I pause on every charm, rare, ah, heaven! a farewell! tied my sheet. And so I went merrily enough 
The beer saloons, the huckleberry farm, Farewell forever! Watch me skip.” . —" . 
The thin Passaic’s brook, the buy sill till | reached the low shores of New York, 
2 3 siemens 
The decent church that topped the neighboring hill, VI.—Sueuiey where, by the mercy of Providence, I still 
The hawthorn-bush, the seats beneath the shade fitggemak — ; 2enHNe , in sundr 
Sruildasaiec ca cen can ‘, My wandering steps am; and having steeped my soul in sundry 
ge -ring lovers e! ‘ ? ie ° : : 
Ah, when I a these with my business e Obedient to high thoughts, then visited books that have filled me with a curious sort 
is S SS eye, o , Bd ; - ‘ : 
£ I smiled and said, here will I live and die. ee a aes oe a of old of madness—a sort of Fall distemper, as one 
And then there tfipped adown the street md ighe amgen ahi viadge anes ight say-—l shall now relapse into a 
} a siaaal Where standeth Middletown, the whitewashed towers might say- — aps ¢ 
; 3 d ¢ 2 ; ic (i 
(( Ui) With modext ices ih din tan wae Of Harmony, the eternal light-houses, kind of oriental silence, broken only ) 
displayed; ay eae renin and Ge Wayaee Hehe, by the gurgling of my Turkish pipe. ‘\\ 
i a, Red Bank and Squan, and whatsoe’er of strange, . iis i Fé 
. a as 1: . peaue — _ 
: Sculptured on alabaster chimney pot, Ihis is not poetry, but it’s business, f 


’gan beating fast, 
And thus I spoke to her 
as slow she passed: 







Or jasper tomb, or mutilated barn, 

Dark Monmouth County in her sandy hills 

Conceals. Among the ruined temples there 
Stupendous corn-cribs and wild images 

Of more than man, where well-tanned farmers watch 
The zodiac’s brazen mystery, and shot crows 

Hang their mute forms on the mute walls around, 

I lingered, poring on memorials 

Of the world’s youth; through the long burning day 
Gazed on those speechless shapes; and when the moon 
Filled the mysterious halls with floating shades, 
Meandered to the sea, and silent stood, 

Deep hushed in commune with myself like this: 
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"TRICOTRIN. 





It is difficult to understand, in the light of 
modern experience, why the early chronologists 
ever adopted the inconvenient system of reckon- 
ing time that prevailed up to Christmas Day, 
B. €C. 0. And upon what theory of probabilities 
its founders ever selected the precise period of 

years that finally terminated, through steady annual 
diminution, on that date, it is hard, indeed, to im- 
agine. Whatever date B. C. they started with, it 
must have been apparent to, and probably was 
pointed out by, their political opponents that twice 
that number of years offered equal advantages, 





while a starting point 

that committed the 
system to only half 
the number was easily 
defensible on grounds 
of conservatism and 
prudence. In fact, ex- 
cept to ladies of a cer- 
tain age, the advan- 
tages of a distinctive 
method of computing 
ages are scarcely ap- 
parent, 

The fact that the 

week began on Satur- 
day, and that, conse- 
quently, salaries were 
payable in advance, 
is offset by the annoy- 
ing circumstance that 
theatrical first nights 
occurred on the last 
night of the week, 
-when all popular in- 
terest in the perform. 
ances had subsided. 
While the circum- 
stance that Wednes- 
day preceded Mon. 
day by only two days 
instead of five, as at 
present, must have 
given rise to a world 
of social complica- 
tionseand misunder- 
standings. 

It is, of course, dif- 
ficult to follow out 
with accuracy the full 
bearing of all the de- 
tails of asystem so dif- 
ferent from our own; 
but the fact that Oc- 
tober occurred in the 
first quarter of the 
year must have seri- 
ously disturbed the 
metaphorical scheme 
of the spring poets, and necessitated radical changes in their work, 
And while this might be regarded by some as a positive advantage, 
on the ground that any change must be for the better, the circum- 
stance that people could not get out of town for the summer before 
June, at which time, under these reversed conditions, all the hot 
weather would be over, must infallibly have increased the rate of mor- 
tality for the summer months to an enormous extent. 


THE TWILIGHT 





Miss C. VAN 
don’t you know! 


C.—Oh, she ’d be so pleased. 





Mr. THAYER HALL, (of the Class of ’86, Harvard ).— Ah, Miss Van Chic, there are some things that only 
our dear Old Horace could say—Vitas hinnuleo me similis, Chloe, guerenti pavidam montibus avits matrem 
—or, as Dobson very inadequately translates it, «« You shun me, Chloe, wild and shy—” 

Miss CHLOE VAN Cuic.—Oh, dear, I wish I was my grandmother! 

Mr. T. H.—And why, may I ask?—mon sine vanu aurarum— 

You ’re awfully antique and bric-a-brackish and rococo, 





THE CHRISTMAS PUCK. 


HE ORIGIN OF CHRISTMAS.—A STORY IN VARIEGATED CHRONOLOGY. 


But it was toward the close of this arbitrary period that its evils be- 
gan to be most severely felt. 

About the year 5 B. C., grave questions began to arise which agi- 
tated the popular mind to a degree, and opened up a serious discussion 
of the situation by the daily press, which displayed great variety of 
opinion on the subject. The crisis was precipitated by the action of 
capitalists in the matter of mortgage notes, which, in default of any de- 
finite chronological arrangements beyond December 25th, 0, were all 
made payable on or before that date. 

The effects of this unnatural concentration of financial obligations 
upon one date produced greater and greater stringency of the money 
market as the time of settlement approached, and many failures were 
, every day reported by 
the mercantile agen- 
cies of the period. 
Public confidence was 
very much shaken, 
and long transactions 
of whatever sort were 
sedulously avoided. 

A variety of reme- 
dies were proposed, 
but none were found 
to be feasible. ‘To re- 
establish an arbitrary 
date was only to post- 
pone the catastrophe 
by the length of the 
period thus assumed ; 
and to dispense with 
time reckoning alto- 
gether, as was pro- 
posed by a gentle- 
man who had a good 
deal of time - paper 
out, merely opened 
the doors to greater 
difficulties. 

Thus the world ap- 
proached Christmas, 
Bb. C. 0. There was 
no trade, but utter 
stagnation in all lines 
of business. ‘The buy- 
ing of Christmas pre- 
sents, in particular, 
was very light. Only 
the Jews, the capital- 
ists of the period, 
were busy foreclosing 
mortgages and issuing 
attachments on the 
goods of defaulting 
debtors. 

At this fell junc- 
ture, when the future 
seemed the blackest, 
relief came. A com- 
munication appeared 
in the Jerusalem Free 


Press, over the signature of ‘‘ Vox Populi,” briefly outlining the present 
chronological system, and suggesting its adoption. ‘The letter was 
marred by a certain sarcastic tone, and its authorship was impenetrable ; 
but its suggestion was gratefully adopted by all classes, save the Jews, 
who were amassing large fortunes under the old régime, and who to this 


time have never ceased to hate Christmas Day and all its associations. 
F. E. CHASE. 


OF THE POETS. 
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THE CHRISTMAS PUCK. 


AN ACKNOWLEDGEMENT. 





To Mrs. Grover Cleveland, with her Portrait. 
Dear Madam : 
Take, with Puck's best bow, And may the artist’s loving care 
Your portrait—a reflection dim — In every line be understood 
But may no frown obscure the brow A message unto you to bear 
That here I limn. Of gratitude. 
And may the picture hint the grace And if some weary hours it cost 
That I have humbly striv’n to catch ; The kindliest of sitters fair, 
And may their meeting, face to face, That time may not be wholly lost— 
i Be no mismatch. For everywhere 
i Throughout the land, from east to west, 
From sunrise unto sunset foam, 
This page will go—a welcome guest 
In every home. 
PUCK. 
: 
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THE LAST OF THE NEW YEAR’S 
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CALLERS. 





The Story of an Old Man, an Old Man's 


Friendship, and a New Card-Basket. 





HB door is shut—I think the fine old face 
Trembles a little, round the under lip— 

His look is wistful—can it be the place 

Where, at his knock, the bolt was quick to slip, 
(It had a knocker then,) when, bravely decked, 

He took, of New Year’s, with his lowest bow, 
His glass of egg-nogg, white and nutmeg-flecked, 

From her who is—where is the young bride now ? 


O Greenwood, answer! Through your ample gate 
There went a hearse, these many years ago; 
And often by a grave—more oft of late— 
Stands an old gentleman, with hair like snow. of 
Two graves he stands by, truly; for the friend 
Who won her, long has lain beside his wife; 
And their old comrade, waiting for the end, 
Remembers what they were to him in life. 


And now he stands before the old-time door, 
A little gladdened in his lonely heart 
To give of love for those that are‘no more 
To those that live to-day a generous part. 
Aye, She has gone; sweet, loyal, brave and gay— 
But then, her daughter’s grown and wed the while; ' 
And the old custom lingers : New Year’s Day 
Will not she greet him with her mother’s smile ? 


But things are changed, ah, changed, you see, 
We keep no New Year's, now, not we— 
It’s an old-time day, 
And an old-time way, 
And an old-time fashion we ’ve chosen to cut— 
And the dear old man 
May wait as he can 
In front of the old-time door that’s SHUT 
H. C. Bunner. 








Read This Through, 


FOR 11 MLANS BUSINESS. 





FIRST. — PACKARD’S BUSINESS COLLEGE OF NEW YORK 
is the leading institution of the kind in the United States. It has been established 
more than twenty-eight years, and improves with each year. It is getting to be 
almost perfect. 

SECOND.—Out of its necessities have grown some special features and appli- 
ances, which it is the purpose of this advertisement to make known. They are: 

1) A SHORTHAND SCHOOL, which is recognized as being the most 
efficient school anywhere, and where in a reasonable time a person of ordinary 
ability can attain to @ speed of 125 words a minute, and be able to read his 


on woting. | | Straiton & Storm, New York. 
2) A SCHOOL BY CORRESPONDENCE, through which, at nominal _ a 
| D. H. MSALPIN & CO’S 
3) A COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC, which will be sent by mail on | 


cost, and without leaving home, a young man or young woman may become a 

receipt of $1.50, and which will be found to contain the best instruction in prac- ! = e 
tical business methods to be found in any book. It is, in all respects, and by | 

universal acceptance, the best business arithmetic published; and is specially 











good shorthand writer. 







































































: adapted to private study. 
% Se _ >eT 
: 4) A SELF-TEACHING WORK ON BOOKKEEPING AND COR. IS THE BEST. 
{ RESPONDENCE, which will be sent by mail on receipt of one dollar. This ; 
is a new book and contains the germ of bookkeeping knowledge within a small — sirens 
space. No self-respecting young man can afford to be without it. || | d | \( ; ; ee )| I V1 \ | \ | ) | : \ 
) | 4 ( 4 \ 
3 The KING OLE FOUNTAIN PEA 
SEND AT ONCE FOR | Re. ; apie 
PACKARD’S COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC, enclosing . ; ; F A ; $1.50 USING AN ORDINARY GOLD OR STEEL PEN 
PACKARD’s NEW MANUAL OF BOOKKEEPING AND CORRESPONDENCE, - - I.00 
And for Circulars of Business College and Shorthand Schools, sent free. sere — 
amelie | WRITING HUNDREDS OF PAGES WITHOUT REFILL 
S. S. PACKARD), | WARRANTED UNCONDITIONALLY OR MONEY REFUNDED! 
Yo5 B ] \ — Prices, trom 50 Cents to 7 Dollars Send for Cir ur 
! oe Seen ee on VALE FOUNTAIN PEN C0, 20 William St, NEW YORK 
*. ; Cy Pog = ' 
, @ a 4% 
Sa? HGILLO-; Bn: 
nee , | VD E85 
} ~ # > Fl > nies 
4 a % Os 
é THE FAVORITE NOS.303-404-332-170-551—WITH 
HIS OTHER STYLES SOLD BY ALL DEALERS THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. 
All requisites for the Amateur Photographer. 
L F j ST EE L ~ Gor Sis ROOKECOS BLAIR’ 
+ PENS SOCHANCELLOR PEN S pi , 
Or STANDARD AND RELIABLE QUALITY. CAMERAS. ( 5 R A 
Engrossing Nos.: 161, 239, 267, 280, 284, 313. : * {pO 
FOR SALE BY ALL STATIONERS. | e C, CenSes Laas, 
TH TE BR HE . PORTABLE AND FOLDING CAMERAS 
bs E ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO.,| 1 The BLAIR CAMERA CO. 318 Broadway, NEW YORK. 
Wks, Camden, J. J. SS Sohn Sweet, Mow York. Factory: BOSTON, Mass. Send 4 Cents for Illustrated Catalogue 
oe] THE 
aPDRTNBs BIGELOW CARPET COMPANY, 
: Dey 5 eG | ¢ test \ Welty | ORIGINAL POWER-LOOM MANUFACTURERS OF 
AitomaricTacEBACK.|.| {ett OVERLY. | 
TOMATIC [ACE Dn niches hd ee . vee ti 
na 52 BRAG Ey ¥ Handsome, Durable and Easily Ad- W l | , | ( ) N A N LD) B R L so I, » 
SPY nrewrgire ys Hn abe naticeneumarmnctocaass justed (no Harness). Made to fit all 
Le bea |: De Wad eee |" ee Round, Square or Sloping Shoulders. ’ R Cre 
" » a ih os fet eae The silk lacing avoids all straining on LL A r\ P hut [ ‘o 
A! , glise at the shoulders or trousers. 
>| mV | \ XS; Y The Carpets made by this Company have received the highest award wher- 
x Ws {i \\\ if THE MOST COMFORTABLE ever exhibited, including Gold Medals at the Paris Exposition, 1878, and at the 
jj [hp “hE sasebaszesa Centennial, 1876. 
‘ thi \ \ ‘ y\ cal = SUSPENDERS EVER INTRODUCED, Their deserved reputation for excellence of fabric, richness and durability 
; “ y wy of color, novelty and beauty of design, has led to frequent infringements, and 
= 4 Patented in England, France, Canada inferior goods have often been palmed off in Sate — _ per Bane Ty] 
fre A and the United States the public the Company has adopted as a trade-mark the wor ELOW, 
eS F i ? which will be woven (at every repeat of the pattern) in white capitals into the 
eS M - sale by all first-class dealers in | hack of the fabric. Customers will therefore have merely to examine the back 
An ~ en’s Furnishing Goods. of a carpet to be certain that they are getting the genuine Bigelow Wiltons or Body 
A as C.C. CARPENTER, | ®™* 
i - icy Parente & Mater 





~ad i 557 & 559 Broadway, New York. These yoods can be obtained trom all first-class dealers 
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